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“WHO IS ‘TED’ MERCER?” 


(From a Prominent Eastern Newspaper) 


“He is a Southern gentleman, a descendant of 
General Hugh Mercer, George Washington’s 
personal friend and noted Revolutionary hero. 
He is related to a U. S. President. He is the 
son of a noted Southern lawyer, Colonel George 
Anderson Mercer of Virginia and Georgia. He 
was a society leader and athlete, and is a col- 
lege and fraternity man. 

“Because of evil habits begun when young he 
went completely to pieces and when 30 years 
of age found himself in New York City a physi- 
cal, moral and spiritual bankrupt. In this con- 
dition of helplessness he was directed by a Chris- 
tian cousin, Mr. Thomas Savage Clay, to the 
famous Jerry McAuley Mission under the Brook- 
lyn bridge, where, in 1904, he was converted by 
the gospel of Jesus Christ and restored to self- 
respect and usefulness. 

“For two years he was officially connected 
with the Jerry McAuley Mission, New York 
City, for six years he was associated with Mr. 
John R. Mott, one of the world’s foremost re- 
ligious leaders, giving his undivided time to tell- 
ing the students of America of his own bitter 
experience and warning them of Life’s pitfalls, 
then for about ten years he was a free lance in 
religious leadership, his most noteworthy service 
being rendered in the high schools of America. 
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Since 1918 his chief work has been that of con- 
ducting religious services and holding preach- 
ing missions in the denominational churches of 
America, more particularly the Episcopal and 
Presbyterian Churches. He has spoken in hun- 
dreds of our colleges, universities and prepara- 
tory schools, in over 2,000 manufacturing plants, 
in theatres, Y. M. C. ‘A.’s, rescue missions, pris- 
ons, jails, ‘reformatories, in over 500 churches, 
before chambers of commerce, boards of trade, 
Rotary, Kiwanis and kindred clubs. 

“Over 4,000,000 people of all creeds and classes 
have heard his addresses, and his files are filled 
with testimonials from those whom he has 
helped; a goodly number being young men who 
have entered the Christian ministry because of 
Mr. Mercer’s influence upon their lives. 

“Because his work and methods are free from 
commercialism and sensationalism he is endorsed 
by over 1,000 prominent bishops, rectors, minis- 
ters, educators and consecrated laymen through- 
out America.” 


PREFACE 
WHY I AM WRITING THIS BOOK 
“Ye shall be witnesses unto Me.” Acts. 1: 8. 


“But some of the seed falls into good ground, 
and gives a return, it comes up and increases, and 
yields, thirty, sixty, or a hundred fold.” St. 
Mark 4:8. (Weymouth’s translation.) 


Once when Spurgeon was asked to speak in the 
great Crystal Palace in London, he went there 
one morning to test his voice in the building, 
and from the platform uttered these words, 
“This is a faithful saying and worthy of all 
acceptation, that Christ Jesus came into the 
world to save sinners.” 

Later Spurgeon’s brother was called to see a 
dying artisan, who told this story: “Twenty-five 
years ago I was working one morning on the 
dome of the Crystal Palace. I was a rank un- 
believer. Suddenly there came a voice, “This is 
a faithful saying and worthy of all acceptation, 
that Christ Jesus came into the world to save 
sinners.’ From that day until now I have served 
Christ.” God’s word will fulfill its mission if 
we are faithful in our testimony and it will con- 
vince people if we are loyal to Christ. 

I live in the foothills of the beautiful Berk- 
shire Mountains, in the next door village to where 
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Dr. Cadman and Dr. Robert E. Speer have their 
summer homes. One day last winter a load of 
coal was delivered at my house. I went out to 
sign the slip and after passing it back to the 
driver, who was shovelling the coal into my cel- 
lar, he suddenly turned to me and said, “Are 
you the Mr. Mercer who speaks over the radio?” 
I replied that I had often spoken over the radio, 
and no doubt I was the man to whom he re- 
ferred. He then said, “Did you speak about a 
month ago in the old Doyers Street Rescue 
Mission in New York City?” I told him that 
I had. To my astonishment, he said to me, 
“T listened to every word of that address, and I 
want you to know that the story that you told 
of your experience was a tremendous help to me, 
and has made me more determined than ever 
to keep away from an intemperate life.” As I 
was leaving him to return to my house, he hol- 
lered out and asked me if my life story was in 
print anywhere, as he would like to get it, and 
read it and send it to a friend. When I sat down 
at my. desk after this conversation with the 
driver of a coal wagon-in the foothills of the 
Berkshires, and began to think, I came to the 
conclusion that it would be a helpful thing, as 
he suggested, to put my story into printed form 
and in that way have it reach some who had 
not heard me in person narrate it, or had not 
heard it over the radio. 

Another experience which tends to convince 
me that the story should have wide circulation, 
occurred two years ago in a middle western city, 
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where I was conducting a series of meetings in 
the Episcopal Church. The telephone in my 
hotel room rang one day and at the other end 
of the line was a minister whom I do not to 
this day recall having met at a previous time. 
He asked me if I was Mr. “Ted” Mercer who 
used to speak to the students in the American 
colleges, and I told him I was one and the same 
party. He asked me if I would be good enough 
on the coming Sunday afternoon to address his 
congregation. I declined on the ground that I 
had so many meetings scheduled that I was 
afraid my strength would not stand another 
one during the week. He urged me to accept 
his invitation, and said there was a special 
reason behind it, and if I would come to his 
Church Sunday afternoon at four P. M., he 
would assure me a very large and appreciative 
congregation. I accepted, and, true to his prom- 
ise, the Church was crowded for the afternoon 
service. In introducing me to his congregation, 
he said in substance: “My dear people, I want 
you if you can, to visualize an important ex- 
perience which occurred in a young man’s life 
some fifteen years ago. This young man in 
question was very poor and had worked on a 
farm in the middle west; anxious for an educa- 
tion, he went to a small college in Missouri, and 
being without the necessary funds to pay his 
college fees, he was forced to give a large part 
of his spare time to work in a factory. One day 
he was walking on the streets of this college 
town and stopped to read a large printed sign 
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in front of one of the college buildings. This 
sign stated that a gentleman who had gone to 
the very bottom through sinful living, and who, 
when facing suicide in the East River, New York 
City, had been reclaimed by the grace of God, 
in 1904, was to tell his experience in the college 
chapel that night. With curiosity aroused, and 
in eagerness to hear this story, this young fresh- 
man asked his employer to grant him the eve- 
ning off so that he could attend the lecture. His 
employer refused, but the young man, contrary 
to the advice of his older friend, absented him- 
self from the factory that night and attended 
the meeting. “My dear friends,” he went on to 
say, “I have personally asked Mr. Mercer to 
speak to you this afternoon because he was the 
gentleman who made that address in that college 
chapel fifteen years ago in a Missouri town, and 
the young student who played ‘hookey’ from 
his factory, and heard that address was myself, 
who is now your minister. I wish to testify 
in your hearing and in Mercer’s presence that 
his story which I heard in that College chapel 
made such a deep impression upon me that it 
directed me into the Christian ministry.” I was 
rather startled when I heard this statement, but 
happy in the fact that God was trying to show 
me that my Witnessing for Him was not alto- 
gether in vain, and that His Word, preached in 
loving humility, does not return unto Him void 
and useless, but accomplishes that end unto 
which it has been sent. 

Please pardon the use of the personal pro- 
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nouns, as I mention one more experience that 
makes me feel that it is wise for me to put my 
story into print? Soon after my conversion 
which occurred in the Jerry McAuley Mission 
in New York City in 1904, I was invited by one 
of the Secretaries of a certain Y. M. C. A. in that 
city to tell my story one night in his Association 
building. Never having made a public address, 
I hesitated for quite a while, until pressure was 
brought to bear, and I felt it my duty to accept. 
I had lived in fear and trepidation for weeks, 
looking forward to the night of my maiden pub- 
lic speech. When the appointed time arrived, 
it was a most inclement, nasty evening, and 
living a good way from this Y. M. C. A. building, 
I found it most difficult to reach my destination. 
After several hours battling with a snow storm, 
I arrived at the building and found a congre- 
gation of three men to hear my maiden sermon. 
Certainly this was enough to discourage one in 
the beginning of a public ministry, but it was 
decided that in spite of such a slim attendance 
the honest thing to do was to tell my story to 
these three men, who had braved the elements. 
I had not spoken five minutes before one of 
the three men went fast to sleep. Courageously 
I labored on and after ten minutes had lapsed, 
the second fellow in my congregation of three 
went fast asleep. Now, I have met a good many 
ministers and evangelists throughout this coun- 
try, but I have never yet met one who has 
established such a record of putting two-thirds 
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of his congregation to sleep in ten minutes’ 
preaching. I returned home extremely dis- 
couraged, but my good, brave wife told me it 
was my duty even in the face of such discourage- 
ment to bear witness to the Christ who saved 
me out of the gutter, and that I must keep on 
in my witnessing service and ultimately God 
would bless my efforts. I did keep on in the 
work as my life story will later tell you, and 
from 1909 until 1915 I was associated with the 
International Committee of the Y. M. C. A., 
whose headquarters were then on 28th Street, 
New York City. One day I had occasion to go 
into the office of a certain life insurance 
building at 1 Madison Avenue. As I entered 
this office and stood looking around for a cer- 
tain party who was to do some typewriting for 
me, a gentleman came forward and told me that 
my face was very familiar and that he had been 
trying to place me. He asked me my name and 
I told him, he then asked me what was my busi- 
ness and in reply I began to tell him something 
of my experience. A look of joy seemed to 
come into his face, and he stretched out his hand 
and took mine and said, “Mr. Mercer, do you 
recall the night that you spoke in the Y. M. 
C. A. Building in 1905, with only three men 
present for your maiden congregation, two of 
whom went fast asleep?” I told him I would 
never forget it. He overjoyed me when he said, 
“Well, Mr. Mercer, I was the third man present 
and I did not go to sleep but drank in every word 
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of that testimony, and the more I thought of it 
and prayed over it, the more determined I be- 
came to give my heart to God and I have been 
looking for you all this time to thank you for 
that story, and to let you know I am a Chris- 
tian.” Such incidents make me believe my 
experience is worth printing. 

Over four million people of all classes, creeds 
and conditions, from one end of America to the 
other, during the last twenty-three years, have 
heard me narrate face to face this miracle of 
Christ’s transforming touch upon a sinful life. 
An equal, if not a much larger number, have also 
heard the story as it has been told over the 
radio. So many letters have come to me asking 
“Ts your life story in print and where can it be 
obtained?” and its apparent spiritual helpfulness 
has been so manifest that I feel in duty bound 
to put this “Twentieth Century Miracle’ of 
God’s grace on printed page, and send it forth 
in Christ’s name as a Witnessing Testimony of 
His tender love and abundant mercy and kind- 
ness to the children of men. My most sincere 
prayer is that it shall quicken by His Holy 
Spirit the hearts of many of His faithful ones, 
that it shall open the deaf ears of many wander- 
ers away from God, that it may lead to repent- 
ance some who are held in bondage of sin and 
evil, and that it may arouse to action many who 
are indifferent to Christ’s glorious kingdom on 
earth, also that it may help to safeguard the 
weak and erring and to raise up those who have 
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fallen, and usher them into a noble and happier 
life in Christ. In Christ’s name, with this heart 
prayer, it is given printed publicity. 
Faithfully in the Master’s Name, 
E. C. Mercer, 
Salisbury, Conn. 


September 10th, 1928. 


CONTENTS 


CHAPTER PAGE 

I. A WITNESS FOR CHRIST............ 1 

II. My Famity BACKGROUND.......... 17 

III. My Universiry Days............. 24 

IV. I Become a Soctat BuTTERFLY..... 27 

Meme \VIARRIAGH.. le ee 29 

VI. I Losz My Jos anp Home........ 30 

VII. I Lanp 1n New York City....... 33 
VIII. I Lanp In THE JERRY McAUuvtey Mis- 

BION Tu ont islovetle © nis RU aE GCI PE 35 

IX. Forwarp Steps In My New Lire. 40 
X. My Wire anp FatTHerR Hear or My 

PONVERSION Sey me ue nee, 46 

XI. My Catt to McAutey Mission.... 54 

XII. I Take up STuDENT WoRK......... 70 
XIII. ‘A Wetcome Visitor IN THE UNI- 

VERSITIES OF THE EiasT’’......... (iP: 

Daly eerbiin BOY PROBLEM? ). 0.000) 002. Hee 
XV. Wuy Ovr Prisons ARE CROWDED 

EE HOEY OUNGIVLENG. cccaat ae bo hae 88 


XV 


— 4 a> 


a . 9 
o 
‘ 
‘ 
. 
\ , 
“ 
4 = 
SAG! i 
* 
' 7 aes tnt ; 
Aik: : a in a) ‘7? 
. , 1 f 
" . r 
: 
- ' z 
ak fhe ' ‘ 
1h ‘ 
cd 1 i 
3 ] ig id 
n Hi i , 
= “i ‘ ar 
' <« a , 
” 7 
r . 3 A v 4 » 7 A 5 
al M! ’ 1 ’ \ de > 
t \ } ' : 
t 4 , . 
f = 4 , ; 
e — isa rit yore 
y » a r f 
Z ce 4 7 Fe | ‘i 
A S¢ : hat 
{ id é 
‘ ;, y} ; q r : Ps 
, 4 hi 
' e 
\ ~ ya 
1 ‘ a \ i ’ 
‘ ; 
. , ’ if my ' 
- é + Les 
s! cm 
‘ : 
i ' ‘ . 
‘ 
n os rj 
‘i 
it 
; y , i "ATs 
j cS y ‘ a ! 
‘ ion 1 
=D i Sd ’ 
- = 
2 \ ’ ‘i # i) 
\ sO, i , “~ 
, ’ ale i 
. ‘sy - ) 
F fy TA See a Ds 
‘, * \. ) 
L , f 
vane | 
3 c, (oan 
‘ + ’ - é 
EY 
i 
" : ' 
y , ij 
. j 
” ‘1 
+f t f 
ss : Male ' } 
‘ + aa # ‘ A oT pS 
} Vy 
£ » 4 
: 4 . ¢ tare gees 
5 f ‘ - 
‘ J p r\ 
‘ ( e- | pt r 
‘ », Ry 4,4 Tus ‘a od 
iv: Pe any * i Pe! ; ea tm bi) 
| 29 a » ; y ; ‘ *, J 
r s 3 oY 
” i . si i & 
- ey Pe @ ‘oni | Pein i Ray yit) Lats 
; : ‘ 3 ic . i" vy #5 
’ i ar pi ~ - i 
. ° j rub 
f es eas u 5 “ ‘ed \ a’ ‘eal 
; J ‘ ay il i 
? f 2 ’ 7 - fy 
4 - r é a x J 
a 4 “ > rd t 
in. . Tz al rp - 
4 te * “+ wat J ee 
a ‘ ‘ ti 
OI i ‘ Misa P ‘ 
1 aoe ; . ree a8 : 
ie , , 4 3 
1 Ps : : 
. wv ' ‘ he 
he > ‘ 7ST 
io 4 7 4 w it > 1 
f * 4 y : kc 
: 7 3 q . a: Ma id 
ty 4 wy - til f oa 
te ‘ 
» i oe Y 
Lm at ¥' - M , ‘ y y : 
4 _ wT - ‘ 4 . 
4 1” . , ! Rs ‘ al Te § 
h, . % 7 - y Vie . 
fret 4 tL 4As ae | Sh ee 4 2 ae i 


A Twentieth Century Miracle 
Cuapter I 
A WITNESS FOR CHRIST 
E.C. (“Ted”) Mercer’s Personal Experience 


“Whosoever therefore shall confess me before 
men, him will I confess also before my Father 
which is in Heaven.” St. Math. 10: 32. 

“Neither is there Salvation in any other, for 
there is none other name (but Jesus Christ) 
under Heaven given among men whereby we 
must be saved.” Acts. 4: 12. 

“And beholding the man that was healed 
standing with them, they could say nothing 
against it.” Acts. 4: 15. 


Dr. Charles Reynolds Brown, one of Ameri- 
ca’s outstanding Divines and most practical 
preachers, says: “The Christian religion must 
stand or fall upon the ground of a Personal Ex- 
perience of those verities which are unseen and 
eternal.” Dr. Harry Emerson Fosdick expressed 
in this concrete way his idea of what Christianity 
really is: “What is Christianity? Is it the 
Nicene Creed? That is a great creed. But it 
is not Christianity. What is Christianity? Is 
it the Catholic Church, or the Episcopal Church, 
or the Baptist, or the Presbyterian Church? 
No. These are important. They have made 
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great contributions but they are secondary. 
They are not Christianity. What is Christian- 
ity? Is it baptism or the Lord’s Supper? They 
are very beautiful to us who know them, but 
they are not Christianity. 

“What is Christianity? Christianity is the 
spirit and quality of life that is breathed into 
people from fellowship with Jesus, and the peo- 
ple in whom it is, you will find among all creeds 
and Churches. Father Damien, the Catholic, 
going out to help the lepers because they are the 
sons of God—that is Christianity. George Fox, 
the Quaker, proving the reality of the inner light 
that God had given him by the radiance of his 
living—that is Christianity. The Protestant 
missionary, murdered by the Boxers in China, 
sending back word to his ten-year-old son that 
when grown he should go out to China to tell 
the people who had killed his father about the 
love of God—that is Christianity. 

“And the folks whom we have known, through 
whom God hath shined marvelously to make 
life beautiful—our fathers and mothers and 
friends—they are Christianity. And, my friends, 
when you are all through discussing the things 
that are needed for the improvement of the 
Church, this is what the Church needs most of 
all: more real Christians, to whom Christianity 
is keeping fellowship with the Master and learn- 
ing how to live. 

“We cannot say it to ourselves too often that 
Christianity 1s a personal experience. One eve- 
ning in the West Point delegation at the North- 
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field Student Conference conversation fell on 
serious lines, and one of the men threw this 
question into the circle: ‘What is Christianity, 
anyway?’ After a long pause one of the cadets 
gave this answer: ‘Oscar Westover.’ Exactly! 
I do not know who he was. May God have kept 
him through these terrific years that have be- 
fallen since. Only, he was one of the cadets 
living a kind of life so that when the boys 
thought of Christianity they defined it in terms 
of him. That is the only way you ever can 
define it. It is ‘Oscar Westover.’ It is not a 
creed, nor an organization, nor a ritual. These 
are important, but they are secondary. They 
are the leaves, they are not the roots. They 
are the wires, they are not the message. The 
thing itself is life, it is ‘Oscar Westover.’ ” 

With the statements of these two wise preach- 
ers (being a “twice-born man’) I most heartily 
concur, for I know out of my own experience 
that Christianity is a personal relationship 
rather than a creed and that “If a man be in 
Christ Jesus, he is a new creature, old things 
are passed away, behold, all things are become 
new” (2nd Cor. 5:17), also that “If we confess 
our sins, He is faithful and just to forgive us 
our 4 and cleanse us from all unrighteous- 
ness.” (1st John 1:9.) I know that Psalm 103, 
verses 10-13, are absolutely true. 

There lived in London some years ago two 
very noted men of national, nay, international 
reputation, one was the brilliant infidel, Charles 
Bradlaugh, and the other that sainted Methodist 
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Divine, Hugh Price Hughes, head of a noted 
Rescue Mission in the West End of London. 
Bradlaugh, with his biting, satirical tongue, lost 
no opportunity to criticize the Christian religion 
in general and that particular rescue service 
being rendered in Christ’s name by. Hugh Price 
Hughes. Finally Bradlaugh challenged Hughes 
for a debate on the truths of the Christian faith. 
Hughes accepted instantly, and was more ready 
to give a reason for the faith that was in him 
than Bradlaugh could possibly give to substan- 
tiate his position. In accepting the challenge of 
Mr. Bradlaugh, Hughes said: “The Courts, as 
a rule, in rendering their verdicts do not rely 
solely upon the arguments of the attorneys on 
either side, they carefully scrutinize the evidence 
offered by those who have first hand knowledge 
of the facts. I will bring with me to the debate 
that night, as evidence of the truth and power 
of the Christian faith, one hundred men and 
women, who have been saved from lives of sin 
by the gospel of Christ, they will give their 
evidence and you will be allowed to question 
them. I will ask you, Mr. Bradlaugh, to bring 
with you one hundred men and women who have 
been similarly helped by the Gospel of Infidelity 
which you preach.” As Bradlaugh found him- 
self quite destitute of that sort of evidence, it is 
needless to say the debate never took place. He 
was no doubt conscious of Sir Henry Drum- 
mond’s statement that “the unanswerable argu- 
ment for Jesus Christ is the Christian—the vic- 
torious man in Christ—the drunkard made 
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sober, the thief made honest, the libertine made 
pure and clean and the selfish unselfish.” No 
carping infidel or unhappy agnostic can out- 
argue the fact of a regenerated personality. 
Christ’s command was for the redeemed of the 
Lord to say so, and that we should be His wit- 
nesses and openly confess Him to all peoples 
as our only Lord and Saviour. Christ declared 
that if He be lifted up all peoples would be 
drawn to Him. 

Having travelled from one end of America to 
the other almost continuously for the past 
twenty years and thus having obtained a na- 
tional survey of moral and spiritual conditions 
both in and out of the churches, I am convinced 
in my own mind that a Witnessing Gospel is 
tremendously needed everywhere and most cer- 
tainly in the Churches of Christ. Calvary Epis- 
copal Church, New York City, has appreciated 
this need, tested it out and has built up a per- 
fectly magnificent spiritual work largely upon 
the foundation of Christ’s injunction: ‘Ye shall 
be my witnesses.”’ Attend some of their Thurs- 
day evening meetings and you will very likely 
be convinced that “Christ is the same yesterday, 
today and forever” and that His promises are 
true. For the past few years they have had in 
their Parish an annual witnessing mission of one 
week with stirring spiritual results. Personal 
testimony by “twice-born’” men and women is 
the basic principle of these missions. I heartily 
commend to you two most helpful books along 
witnessing lines by the Rector of this Spirit- 
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guided Church, Rev. Samuel Shoemaker, Jr.: 
“Children of the Second Birth,” and “Religion 
that Works.” These volumes are published by 
Fleming H. Revell & Co., 156 Fifth Ave., New 
York City. I also commend: “Down in Water 
Street,” by S. H. Hadley, and “Great Heart of 
the Bowery,” by John G. Hallimond. Both Mr. 
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superintendents for many years, and are giving 
us facts not theories. These books will nourish 
your faith in Christ, and prove to any honest- 
minded individual that the Christian Religion 
works. Another book of Christian Witnessing 
which has been very helpful to me is: “Christ 
of the Indian Road,” by Dr. E. Stanley Jones. 
I have read this little volume many times with 
great spiritual uplift, and I commend it most 
heartily to you. Dr. Jones is telling us in this 
Witnessing Volume of his own conversion and 
of the work he is doing for his Master among 
the intelligentia of India. There is a personal 
incident in this book that is most striking: Soon 
after Stanley Jones was converted and had taken 
an open stand to follow Christ, the minister of 
a church in the middle west asked him to preach 
his maiden sermon in that Church. Jones ac- 
cepted and buried himself in his room and wrote 
out this maiden sermon and rehearsed it in- 
numerable times and was certain he knew it by 
heart, but when he stood up in the pulpit that 
Sunday evening to preach it, he saw in one of 
the front pews, a young girl who had been in 
college with him, and as she looked questionably 
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at him, Dr. Jones says his mind suddenly be- 
came a blank and he entirely forgot the lines of 
his prepared sermon. Dismayed, disgusted, hu- 
miliated, he told his congregation that he could 
not remember what he had written and there- 
fore could not continue, and he asked them to 
forgive him for his blunder. As he was leaving 
the pulpit, he testifies, a spirit voice spoke very 
plainly to him and said: ‘Stanley Jones, have I 
done anything for you and do I mean anything 
to you?’ He was startled for the moment; he 
hastily rehearsed his past life of sorrow and 
misery and inwardly replied: ‘Yes, dear Lord, 
you have done everything for me; for when I 
was wayward, a thoughtless boy, it was the 
thought of Christ and my love for Him, that 
completely changed my life and it is that same 
love for Christ which is prompting me to go to 
India as Your Ambassador.’ The Spirit voice 
then said: ‘Go back to that pulpit and tell them 
what God has done for you.’ He returned to 
the pulpit, told the congregation of this Spirit 
prompting and gave his Witnessing Testimony. 
It made a profound impression and many came 
forward after the service to tell Dr. Jones of 
the great helpfulness of his message. In nar- 
rating this experience, he makes this arresting 
statement: “The Lord let me down with a ter- 
rible thump, but I got this never-to-be-forgotten 
lesson, that in my ministry I was to be not God’s 
lawyer, but His Witness, and that there would 
always be something to pass on. Since that day 
I have tried to witness, before high and low, 
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what Christ has been to an unworthy life.’ Dr. 
Stanley Jones’ great power in India is the prod- 
uct of his unquestioned sincerity, his simplicity 
of life and his unhesitating witnessing at any 
and all times among all classes of people to the 
transforming and keeping power of our Lord and 
Saviour, Jesus Christ.” 

It is just such Christian Witnessing in our 
Rescue Missions by men whose lives have been 
gloriously redeemed by the love of God, that 
make them such a convincing power and such 
an unanswerable argument that God’s word is 
absolutely true and that Christ lives and loves 
and seeks to give abundant life to all who will 
accept and follow Him. If any puzzled doubter 
wants a spiritual tonic, I advise a month’s work 
in the McAuley Water Street Mission or Calvary 
Church Mission in New York City or any other 
Rescue Mission. Whenever doubts or depres- 
sing attitudes assail me, I go as quickly as pos- 
sible to a Rescue Mission to have them dis- 
solved, for these Missions are the soul’s stimu- 
lant. Test them for yourselves, and you will 
never doubt the love of God. 

As Christ’s Ambassador, I count it a privilege 
to Witness for Him and to testify to the fact 
that the only agency that ever redeemed my 
broken, dissipated life was my unclouded faith 
in the saving and keeping power of our Living 
Lord and Loving Christ, “who came into this 
world to save sinners.” In my more prosperous 
days of health and plenty, I regarded, like many 
another, my social prestige, respectability, 
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worldly popularity and my nominal Church 
membership as the sole requisites for eternal 
salvation. In 1904, when a complete physical, 
mental, and moral wreck, I then was forced to 
realize that this collapse was the result of my 
having builded my life on these shifting sands of 
worldliness and that it had been a complete fail- 
ure, nay a tragedy, because it had not been 
builded upon the solid rock of Jesus Christ, and 
had not been guided and buttressed by His 
council and His friendship. Culture and refine- 
ment, worldly esteem, social standing and intel- 
- lectual development are splendid possessions, 
but they in themselves are no guarantee for a 
victorious, happy, useful Christian life. I have 
known, and surely you know, plenty of so-called 
“cultured” people, whose lives have been of the 
most sinful and debasing kind and whose influ- 
ence has been pernicious to the extreme. And 
we all know of no more dangerous individual in 
any community than the highly trained intel- 
lectual mind which makes no place in it for God 
and His laws. A massive brain minus God often 
spells “calamity.”” Dr. G. Campbell Morgan, 
one of the world’s most noted Bible students and 
teachers, has stated: “I have no word to say 
against education, against refinement, against 
culture, against the uplifting of men in all these 
ways, but I want to say this to you, that out of 
the deep darkness of true materialism nothing 
will lift a man, a nation, a race, but the Cross 
of the world’s Redeemer. Wherever the Cross 
comes and men come to it and to Him who 
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there hung, they find the dynamic that uplifts, 
the healing for wounds, liberty for slavery. . . ¥ 
President Coolidge, in his address delivered at 
the dedication of the Lincoln Memorial Library 
of the South Dakota State College, said: ‘All 
of our science and all of our arts will never be 
the means for the true advancement of our na- 
tion, will never remove us from the sphere of 
the superficial and the cynical, will never give 
us a civilization and a culture of any worthy and 
lasting importance unless we are able to see in 
them the outward manifestation of a spiritual 
reality. Unless our halls of learning are real 
temples which are to be approached by our youth 
in an attitude of reverence, consecrated by wor- 
ship of the truth, they will all end in a delusion. 
The information that is acquired in them will 
simply provide a greater capacity for evil. Our 
institutions of learning must be dedicated to a 
higher purpose. The life of our nation must 
rise to a higher realm.” 

“IT do not believe we will change this world 
much for the good,” said the Hon. Franklin K. 
Lane, “out of any materialistic philosophy or 
by any shifting of any economic affairs. We 
need a revival—a belief in something bigger 
than ourselves and more lasting than the world.” 
That brilliant International Christian Diplomat, 
Dr. John R. Mott, whose service for the Master 
has taken him into about every country on the 
globe, says out of his keen observation: “The 
need of the world today is not so much recon- 
struction as regeneration.” Christ’s words in 
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Acts 4-12 make this fact clear and direct, teach- 
ing us what the world needs and that its only 
hope of redemption from sin is in our surrend- 
ered wills and lives to Him. I have seen much 
tragedy come from ignoring this fact and the 
following of false gods. I, myself have dipped 
into many so-called cures and nostrums, only 
to find all of them colossal failures, and to dis- 
cover that a deadened will can only be revived 
by a surrendered life to the Risen Living Lord 
and Saviour. 

I was born in a home of rare Southern culture 
and refinement, a home of learning and intel- 
lectual advantages, a home of moderate wealth 
and comfort, but in spite of all these earthly 
advantages, they could not and did not keep 
sin out of my heart. This sin once conceived 
and lodged in heart and mind grew and finally 
became my master and I its abject slave. Ina 
soul-searching sermon preached in the Fifth 
Avenue Presbyterian Church, New York City, 
during the last great war, Dr. John Henry 
Jowett said: ‘“The law of moral retribution 
cannot be shaken. Whatever is happening just 
now on the Continent of Europe cannot for one 
moment abrogate or shake the eternal law that 
unrighteousness is rottenness, and that iniquity 
is disease. Nothing that is happening can bribe 
the nature of things and interfere with the dire 
and deadly sequence of cause and effect. And 
what is the law of moral retribution? It is this: 
“The wages of sin is death.” Nothing can shat- 
ter that! By no possible human device or ex- 
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pedient, and by no brilliancy of momentary tri- 
umph can we cheat that law, and escape the long 
reach of its inevitable process. ‘The wages of 
sin is death.” Not a death far-away removed, 
which allows a long interval of undisturbed vi- 
tality. The invasion of death is immediate. The 
entrance of death is coincident with the sin. 
This kind of death is not a swift annihilation, 
it is a sure decay. When we sin, our nobler 
powers at once begin to die, our nobler strength 
begins to waste. There is no escape from the 
sequence. “The wages of sin” is coma, callosity, 
benumbment, death. Every sinful deed houses 
its own nemesis, and the nemesis becomes active 
at once. Nay, we may give the statement a 
more piercing inwardness still. Every iniquitous 
thought and purpose harbors its own nemesis, 
its own hostile and destructive germ, a germ 
which proceeds to immediate consumption. When 
we sin something dies, the nobler man or woman 
shrinks and shrivels, and is despoiled of some 
of the forces of vitality. That is the law of 
moral retribution.. Study that law of retribu- 
tion in the recorded history of King Saul. You 
can watch the gradual process of benumbment, 
like a creeping paralysis, stealing over the soul. 
Study that law in the tragedy of Macbeth. It 
would not be impertient, from the standpoint of 
our present thought, to describe the entire nar- 
rative as the record of the dying of Macbeth. 
Or study the law in the wonderful pages of 
Richard III. In that great drama, as also in 
Macbeth, the outer activity increases as the 
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inward vitality shrinks. Nay, now and -again 
there are spasms, or even seasons, of seeming 
triumph, while all the time you can almost see 
the fell law at work, dismantling the soul, dry- 
ing up its vital energies, and holding it in the 
clammy grip of inevitable and unbribable death. 
“The wages of sin is death.” Amid all the 
tremblings and the uncertainties of life that law 
remains unshaken. 

And the law applies, with equal inevitable- 
ness, to the individual and the nation. “The 
wages of sin is death.” That is to say, in the 
corporate life of a nation unrighteousness is 
always associated with disease and decay. A 
nation can never remain intensely virile if she 
is in fellowship with wrong. There is an inward 
deterioration whatever flush of transient vic- 
tory may rest upon her arms. Her conquests 
are only apparent, for she herself is the victim 
of a most awful and corroding defeat.” Profes- 
sor James, the great Harvard psychologist, said: 
“Every smallest stroke of virtue or of vice leaves 
its never so little scar. Nothing we ever do is 
in strict scientific literalness wiped out, one sin- 
ful indulgence may be forgiven, but you are not 
exactly the same man had you not yielded.” 

Finding what Dr. Jowett and Professor James 
said, to be true, surely there is nothing of which 
to be proud in this story of unfolding sin and 
defeat I tell; on the contrary, there is everything 
to be ashamed of and I hang my head in sorrow 
as I witness, through that story, to the love 
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and mercy of God. What a finer and more 
wholesome man I would have been if I had fol- 
lowed Christ all through my life and not per- 
mitted sin to rob me of its sweetness and its 
purity. May I make unmistakably clear that 
I am only one of the comparatively few who 
“drank life’s dregs” to be restored to a healthy 
and joyous life in Christ, and that of the vast 
number of men and women who go “down and 
out” only a limited minority are reclaimed. I 
want to make this very clear, because the great 
danger in telling any story of a redeemed and 
transformed life lies in the fact that perhaps 
some thoughtless young man or young woman 
hearing such a story told may erroneously argue 
that if sin by any chance should master them— 
and of course they do not expect to be so mas- 
tered—then too they can ‘‘come back” from 
the “pit of despair” in the same way and fash- 
ion and by the same Divine power “Ted” Mer- 
cer came back.” They don’t seem to realize the 
great deadening effect sin has upon will power 
and how hard it can become to completely yield 
these deadened wills and shattered lives to 
Christ, who is our only source of conquering help 
and strength. I have seen many die in their sins 
and only a comparative few who went down 
“come back” to Christian usefulness. And even 
though one should be redeemed and transformed 
by the love of God, that changed life has moral 
and spiritual scars that can never be effaced. 
Nor is it necessary for anyone to go to the bot- 
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tom to test out or be convinced of God’s love 
and power. Christ is just as surely a Saviour 
from and away from, as a Saviour out of sin. 
To build a fence at the top of the cliff is far 
better than to construct a hospital at the bottom. 
“A stitch in time is worth nine,” and “an ounce 
of prevention is worth a pound of cure,” and 
the prevention of disaster is exactly what Christ 
guarantees to all who yield to Him. May we 
never for a second doubt that Christ is a Pre- 
ventive Saviour as well as a Redeeming Lord, 
and that He can save men from defeat as well 
as out of it. 

Some one is constantly asking me: ‘Mr. Mer- 
cer, why do you give your experience publicity?” 
I'll tell you why, for three reasons. Furst and 
foremost, because it is Christ’s direct command. 
(Mark 5: 18, Acts 1: 8.) Second, to warn young 
men and older men, young women and older 
women, of the pitfalls which surround them on 
all sides, and to let them know that God’s word 
is true—‘“That whatsoever a man (or woman) 
soweth, that shall he (or she) reap,” and that 
if one sows to the flesh, there is nothing but cor- 
ruption and sorrow and misery ahead, but to sow 
to the spirit yields abundant, triumphant, eternal 
life. (Ezekiel 33:6.) Third, that my own ex- 
perience might convict those already living in 
willful sin and turn them “right about face to 
God,” and to assure such that no one can sink 
lower than the loving hand of God can reach; 
that Jesus Christ is the living personality they 
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can appropriate (if they only will) and that in 
His strength and through His guidance, they can: 
ultimately become strongest, where now they are 
weakest, and can be used of Christ to spread 
joy and happiness through Him everywhere. 
(Psalm 103.) 


Cuapter II 
MY FAMILY BACKGROUND 


On my father’s side, I am descended from 
General Hugh Mercer of Revolutionary fame, 
who is familiar to all students of history as the 
hero of the Battle of Princeton. General Mercer 
was the personal friend of George Washington 
and was elected by Washington as Colonel of 
the Third Virginia Regiment, and was soon pro- 
moted to Brigadier General. George Washing- 
ton for a time had his office in Mercer’s Apothe- 
cary Shop, known as the “Sentry Box” in Fred- 
ericksburg, Virginia, in which city Congress has 
placed a monument to General Mercer’s mem-/“zq Va | 
ory. He was my great-great-grandnd@tleer-~ O rh 
my mother’s side, I am descended from the 
Herndons and Maurys of Virginia. 

Wm. Lewis Herndon, my greatuncle, was the 
heroic captain of the ill-fated steamship, “Cen- 
tral America,” which went down off Cape Hat- 
teras in a gale, he going down with his ship, for 
which brave deed a monument now stands to 
his memory at the U. S. Naval Academy, An- 
napolis, Md. Commodore Maury is well known 
to all students of American history. It is on 
my mother’s side that I am related to Chester 
A. Arthur, the 21st President of the United 
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States, his wife having been a Herndon. Presi- 
dent Arthur was devoted to my mother and on 
more than one occasion she was a visitor to the 
White House. I can-well remember President 
Arthur’s visits to our home in Savannah, Ga., 
and my visit to the White House in company 
with my mother. My father, Colonel George 


Anderson Mercer, was a prominent attorney 


with a brilliant mind, and a large legal prac- 
tice. President Arthur offered him an important 
Federal Judgeship which my father refused. 
This family background is not mentioned in 
any spirit of boast or braggadocio but simply 
to prove the aforestated statement that my re- 
fined and cultured and privileged breeding was 
no guarantee whatsoever for a circumspect moral 
life, for I went to the very dogs in spite of this 
splendid heritage and found “sin no respector of 
persons.” My mother, a very devout, sincere, 
beautiful Christian character, died when I was 
twelve years of age, and my dear father, who 
then took her place, did not have the same strong 
Christian faith as she. He was a regular church 
attendant and a kind and generous and loving 
parent, of the highest and finest sense of honor 
that I have ever known, but his mind from con- 
stant reading, was saturated with the destruc- 
tive philosophy of Voltaire, Darwin, Huxley, 
Herbert Spencer and Napoleon, and at times he 
was very critical of God’s Holy Word, and too 
freely expressed his doubts concerning some of 
the great fundamentals of the Christian faith. 
T am confident that he never realized for one 
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moment the unconscious damage being done by 
his destructive criticisms and its possible off- 
setting in my tender life of the beautiful, sweet, 
simple faith of my dear mother. Her example 
and her spirit prevailed with me, however, and 
I know that I am leading a Christian life this 
day, because of the wonderful Christian life she 
lived and the Christian example she left me. 
I will never cease being grateful to her memory 
for the seed of righteousness which she planted 
into my young boy heart, and which was never 
totally uprooted. There is no more vital influ- 
ence in any young man’s or young woman’s life 
than the home influence and it can be Heaven- 
ward or Hellward. Every parent owes it as a 
sacred duty to their offspring to lead a clean, 
law-abiding, unselfish, non-critical, genuine 
Christian life. In the 18th chapter of St. Mat- 
thew’s gospel, Christ makes plain the fact that 
it were better for a man or woman to be cast 
into the depth of the sea with a millstone around 
their neck than to offend and wean away from 
Him one of these little ones who believe in and 
trust Him. Parents should be Christian chums 
and comrades of their children and tie their 
boys and girls from infancy to God’s Church, 
and should themselves be loyal to the Church 
as an example not only to their own, but to all 
the boys and girls of the community. There is 
surely no greater influence upon youth than the 
influence of example, and for the present fool- 
hardy exploits of so many of our young folks 
in these tempting days, their elders are far more 
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to blame because of their unwholesome influ- 
ence than the young who commit these foolish 
indiscretions. Dr. 8. Parks Cadman says in the 
Review of Reviews for January, 1928: “How 
can we who are trustees of youth’s destiny ask 
them to follow in our steps if we have not re- 
vealed the true path by precept and example? 
Those who live in glass houses or have ghastly: 
specters in their secret closets should be the last 
to hurl accusations at erring youth. So long 
as some orthodox teachings about God, the Bible 
and the soul are little better than a rough and 
ready preparation for future skepticism, it is 
no use condemning the harvest of our sowing.” 

In his admirable little booklet of sermons, 
“The Home and Its Problems,” Dr. Frank W. 
Crowder, Rector of St. James Episcopal Church, 
New York City, a clear thinker and fine 
preacher, says: “There is not the slightest doubt 
that the principal cause of the falls, the moral 
and spiritual failures, of boys and girls and 
young people is the’ lack of the all-powerful 
influence of Christian homes. The vulgarities 
of social life are traceable to the same source. 
The increase of lawlessness, immodesty and de- 
pravity are not the effects of the war, they have 
resulted from the breakdown of the home. Par- 
ents of the generation just passed have sown 
to the wind and are surprised that they are 
reaping the whirlwind.” These were among 
many similar newspaper headings brought to 
my attention last year: ‘President Coolidge 
Finds Home Life of Youth at Fault—Says Par- 
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enthood is Breaking Down,” ‘Episcopalians Lay 
Crime to Lax Parents,” “Bishops in Pastoral 
Letter Deplore Weakening of Home Ties and 
Lack of Religious Training.” I am absolutely 
convinced that one of the first steps needed in 
purifying our American youth is to cleanse the 
parents and the elders of youth of their par- 
ental unholy and Godless living. Bishop John- 
son of Colorado says: “It is a beastly shame 
that we have hordes of Godless youths in this 
fair land, because their fathers have been spir- 
itual ciphers.” President Woodrow Wilson 
said: “No amount of didactic teaching in a 
home whose life is not Christian will ever get 
into the consciousness and into the life of the 
children. If you wish your children to be Chris- 
tians, you must really take the trouble to be 
Christians yourselves. Those are the only terms 
upon which the home will work the gracious 
miracle. And you cannot shift this thing by 
sending your children to Sunday School. You 
may remedy many things but you cannot shift 
this responsibility. If the children do not get 
this into their blood atmospherically, they are 
not going to get it into their blood at all.” 
Christ tells us that our bodies are temples of 
the Holy Spirit and that we must not defile them, 
but glorify God by keeping them pure, healthy 
and strong. Every boy and girl has a right to 
know the sacred truths regarding his or her 
body and the proper care of them and it is an 
obligation resting upon every true parent to 
present this knowledge in a progressive fashion 
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to their children. The American Social Hygiene 
Association in New York City can commend 
appropriate books to be placed in the hands of 
your children. 

It was a calamity that these truths were not 
revealed to me soon enough, for ignorance of 
certain facts of the sex life was a potent factor 
in my start downhill. If a parent will do his 
or her full duty in this matter, the chances are 
that their children will avoid the sensual pitfalls 
all around them, and even should the boy or 
girl in an unguarded moment err, they will most 
likely make confession immediately and seek 
parental help and advice, but if the parents 
have failed to live in loving comradeship with 
their children and to give them the needed in- 
formation, then these young people will seek 
this information elsewhere, often from quacks 
or from ignorant sources and great and far- 
reaching damage can result, as I have seen it 
happen in hundreds of cases. Christian parents 
owe it to their children to teach them the les- 
son conveyed in Edward J. Urquhart’s splendid 
poem, “Little Things.” 


“Moments, how quickly do they hurry by! 
The tick of clock, a heart throb, and they’re 


gone, 
Yet cradled in their lap the ages lie, 
Time is forever on their shoulders borne. 


Atoms, how small, how worthless do they seem! 
The tiniest thing in nature’s magic purse, 
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Yet go to where their myriad millions teem, 
Behold the thing they form—a universe. 


Sin, too, is small, born in the thoughts of man, 
Conceived, committed, with a single breath, 
But, ah! it grows, as only evil can 
To smite at last with everlasting death. 


Good deeds know birth in little thoughts of 
love, — 

A kindly spoken word, a cup of water given, 

But, lo, they mark the path that leads above, 

And their reward, the endless life of heaven. 


Then let us weigh aright these seedlets small 
And choose the little things that growing 
bring 
Not at the end the wormwood and the gall, 
But the approval of our God and King.” 


Crapter III 
MY UNIVERSITY DAYS 


Like scores of other thoughtless young men, 
I selected my University, not by studying my 
particular fitness for it, nor its especial fitness 
to mould and shape my young life toward future 
usefulness and happiness, but I chose the one 
to which two of my close boy friends were going, 
and I went there to be in intimate touch with 
them. My father, after graduating from Prince- 
ton, had taken his legal degree at a Southern 
University, and I suppose a contributing motive 
for my desired attendance at this Southern Uni- 
versity was that I wanted to become an alumnus 
of his Alma Mater. I left home in 1889, after 
graduating with honors from high school. I was 
only seventeen years.of age—too young and too 
immature to appreciate the privilege and the 
real seriousness of a college career. Having no 
intimate friendship with Jesus Christ in these 
habit-forming days, and possessing little or no 
knowledge of the evolution and power of habit, 
I began in my freshman year (when I was 17 
years of age) those evil practices which finally 
landed me in “The Bowery” in New York City, 
a poor, lost, homeless drunkard. While in the 
University, my Sunday Church going was ir- 
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regular and perfunctory, giving me no back- 
bone or moral strength to battle successfully 
with the temptations surrounding me on all sides. 
I did not then know, as I now unquestionably 
do know, that Jesus Christ is stronger than 
one’s environment and heredity, and can keep 
any man unspotted from the world through a 
surrendered life to Him. Like thousands of 
other ignorant, foolish college boys, I took my 
first drink of intoxicating liquor, went into my 
very first act of impurity and lost my first 
five cent piece at the gambling table, not be- 
cause I actually craved these sinful things, but 
because I feared unpopularity by going contrary 
to such practices of older University associates. 
Another reason, I am sure, for these indulgences 
was the erroneous and silly idea that they tended 
to make one “big” and “smart” and “manly” 
and were therefore the proper thing to do. Some 
of the older students were indulging in such prac- 
tices without apparently losing social caste and 
their example was one of the motives for my 
baneful indulgences. I never for a moment 
realized the far-reaching effects of these small 
beginnings. I was not a “drunkard” nor a “lib- 
ertine,” nor a particularly wicked young fellow 
in my University days, for I went into these 
indulgences in extreme moderation. I played on 
the baseball team (which necessitated a clean 
life during baseball season), and held a prom- 
inent place in the social life of my University. 
I joined a very fine fraternity, and was elected 
into a Senior Society, but like many another 
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young fellow, made the fraternity pin and the 
fraternity’s too often petty interests, my God. 
I certainly allowed the “side show of my educa- 
tion to swallow up the circus.” My first drink 
of intoxicating liquor at college was taken for 
sociability’s sake—to be “a good fellow”; hell 
was silently lurking in that first drink and began 
then its dominion over my life of later ruin. 
Needless to say I was not a deep student while 
at the University. Too much of my life was 
given over to social and athletic and fraternal 
affairs, and to this day I regret having missed 
the big purpose of a University education. In 
high school I was very studious and led a most 
circumspect life but it was the reverse in my 
college days. After leaving the University in 
1893, in place of an occasional indulgence, drink- 
ing and its accompanying vices became the 
routine and habit of my life. Let me most 
_clearly state that I do not hold my Alma Mater 
responsible for my evil ways while there, for 
I am confident I would have practiced the same 
vices had i gone to Harvard, Yale, Princeton or 


any other University, for sin was resident in my 


heart, and was given expression in my University 


simply because I happened to be at a certain: 


institution of learning and because I did not let 
Christ come in and take possession of my soul 
and rule my daily life. 


Cuaptrer IV 
I BECOME A SOCIAL BUTTERFLY 


I left college in 1893 a “moderate drinker” 
and a thoroughly self-centered, self-satisfied 
young man, with social and materialistic ambi- 
tion tantamount to moral and spiritual welfare. 
A position in my home city (Savannah, Georgia) 
was soon secured—a position carrying the mu- 
nificent salary of $15.00 a week. As I was then 
living in my father’s large home and under 
practically no expense, nearly all of my income 
was spent on clothes and in the gay, butterfly 
society life. For three or four years I was loyal 
to my clerical position, and ‘attended punc- ° 
tiliously to my office duties, at the same time 
drinking moderately day in and day out, not 
realizing that unconsciously these deadening and 
ruinous habits were getting control of my life, 
and that my ambitions were centering more and 
more upon a life of social leadership and a 
so-called “good time,” rather than upon the 
moral and spiritual values which make true 
men and women. I was very democratic and a 
“good mixer” and all the while was enlarging 
my worldly friendships and minimizing my spir- 
itual contacts. I was baptized in the Episcopal 
Church when an infant, confirmed when I was 
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sixteen years of age and was a fairly regular 
Church attendant at Sunday morning service, 
but I did not appreciate the real significance of 
what I was professing and doing. Contrary to 
all that the Church did in my spiritual behalf, 
religion to me was nothing more or less than a 
polite and beautiful formality, and like the 
Pharisees of old, I “worshipped with the lips and 
my heart was far from God.” The “regenera- 
tion” and “purification” of the heart—out of 
which are the real true issues of life—never 
dawned upon my consciousness, and I went to 
Church in about the same spirit as I washed my 
face, shaved and put on clean clothes—it was 
the conventional and respectable thing to do. 
In plain English, I had no real vital religion and 
Christ was a name to me more than a living, 
loving personality. As. God’s word tells us 
clearly, “you cannot serve Him and Mamon at 
the same time.” I began in my University days 
to bow before Mamon’s shrine and to be luke- 
warm in Church attendance, and later on in- 
different and careless in my office duties and 
more regular in my drinking and gambling 
habits. Sin was getting me tighter and tighter 
in its deadly grip and I was the last one to see 
its certain ruin ahead, and to appreciate God’s 
declaration that “to be carnally minded is 
death.” I know nothing more blinding and de- 
ceptive than sin. 


CHAPTER V 
MY MARRIAGE 


I was married in Christ Episcopal Church, 
Savannah, Georgia, June 8, 1898, to a lovely, 
sweet, pure girl, Miss Josephine Peyton Free- 
land, whom I had known since boyhood. I was 
then twenty-five years of age and she a few 
years younger. Ours was a “fashionable society 
wedding.” My wife did not know my secret life 
of drinking and gambling at the time I mar- 
ried her and had to awaken to the horror of it 
after we were united in wedlock’s holy bonds. 
She was the soul of purity, sincerity and loyalty, 
and did all in her power to help me master my 
evil ways when she realized their power over 
my life, but sin was stronger than her pleadings 
and my respect for her, and neither of us could 
stem sin’s strangle-hold upon my life. The 
gambling fever took hold of me, and about every 
phase of gambling was practiced, causing the 
loss of money, sleep, strength and stability of 
character. I was now going down hill rapidly 
with seemingly no strength of my own to check 
my evil descent. I had squandered away every 
cent of the money I had earned and inherited 
and was getting deeper and deeper into debt. 
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Craprer VI 
I LOSE MY JOB AND HOME 


The firm for whom I worked in my home city, 
Savannah, Georgia, warned me against my un- 
dependable way of living and had told me more 
than once they could not retain me unless my 
evil habits were checked, but my will power 
was now so enfeebled that I was powerless in 
my own strength to change. Finally in 1902, 
they were compelled to discharge me. I was 
drinking very heavily at this time, and had 
whiskey secreted in the office, and much of it 
hidden in my little home, some even buried in a 
vacant lot next to my home. I was becoming 
an absinthe fiend, resorting after each spree to 
heavy draughts of this devilish drug. In 1902 
I was heavily in debt and miserable in mind and 
body. Brooding over my condition, I went out 
to the Yacht Club five miles from the city on 
the Thunderbolt River with a quart bottle of 
whiskey in my possession, my intention being 
to drink most of it and in a boldly brave, intox- 
icated condition jump into the river and end the 
farce of life. At the crucial moment, my nerve 
went back on me, and instead of suiciding into 
the river, I went fast to sleep dead drunk in the 
boat-house of the Yacht Club. I awoke from 
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my drunken stupor about ten p. m. and returned 
to the city in a half dazed condition. I went 
to a Turkish bath to sober up. The family were 
searching all over town for me and finally one 
of my brothers located me in the Turkish bath 
building. When I sobered up, I went to my 
father’s office to notify him that I was in finan- 
cial difficulty and that several thousand dollars 
was needed to protect my debts of honor. My 
father was not at his office, so I left a note there 
for him, explaining my need. The family got 
together and conferred about my condition, their 
desire being to render the wisest help possible. 
My dear, kind father mortgaged some of his 
property and paid every cent of my indebted- 
ness, and cleared the family name of the public 
disgrace I had caused it. I was advised to leave 
the city and start life over again in some dis- 
tant town where I was not known. My father 
gave me a liberal check and advised my wife 
not to accompany me north, because if she went, 
he felt certain, it would only bring disgrace and 
shame upon her. However, she was loyal and 
accompanied me to Wilmington, Delaware, in 
1902, where I soon secured a position with the 
Du Pont Powder Company. The habit of drink 
still clung to me. The Du Pont Company 
warned me again and again to “cut out” these 
practices which made my example detrimental 
to their employees, and also because these in- 
dulgences were fast sapping my business effi- 
ciency, and I was making so many mistakes in 
my work, but I was now a perfect slave to the 
habit and could not quit, and as a result, one 
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day I was called into the head office and sud- 
denly discharged and advised to leave Wilming- 
ton. I put my wife on a train and sent her to 
her mother in the South, and with the small 
portion of my month’s salary given me upon 
discharge, I left Wilmington in June, 1904, and 
went to Philadelphia, where I hunted up several 
college friends. These I dunned for money and 
went on a protracted spree with one of the boys 
from the South, who in 1905, because of an 
intemperate life, is reputed to have committed 
suicide. After three or four days’ stay in Phil- 
adelphia, I found my pocketbook almost empty. 
I think I had about $2.00 left. I went with a 
Wilmington boy by boat from Philadelphia to 
Trenton, New Jersey, thinking that my name 
(Trenton is in Mercer County, and my great- 
great-grandfather, General Hugh Mercer, was 
killed at the Battle of Princeton just outside of 
Trenton) would open the doors of some busi- 
ness houses to me. I applied at factory after 
factory for a clerical position, but my bloated 
face and blurred eyes told at a glance the story 
of my intemperate life, and, of course, I did not 
secure employment. I kept up my drinking, 
and when all my borrowed money was gone I 
slept in Trenton for two nights on a bench in the 
Capitol grounds. Almost a physical and men- 
tal wreck, I telegraphed to my father in Savan- 
nah for money, also to one of my brothers who 
was a broker in New York City, but my family 
well knew that money sent me at this time 
would likely go into dissipation, and so they 
wisely did not reply to my appeals. 


Cuapter VII 
I LAND IN NEW YORK CITY 


Standing in front of the Western Union Tele- 
graph office in Trenton in June, 1904, waiting 
for a possible answer to these telegrams an 
apparent stranger came up to me and asked me 
if “my name was Mercer.” I told him it was. He 
said that he had met me in Wilmington, Dela- 
ware, and that I had been very kind to him 
there, and that he had never forgotten it. He 
expressed his interest in me and told me that I 
seemed to him to be in a critical condition, and 
that I ought to try to pull myself together and 
become a man. He gave me $5 and advised me 
to go immediately to the Pennsylvania depot 
and buy a ticket to New York, and when in 
New York to see my relatives and seek their 
counsel and help. I thanked him for his assis- 
tance and told him that I would take his advice, 
but as soon as his back was turned the desire 
for drink was so strong that I fairly ran into 
a nearby saloon and drank up nearly all of the 
money. I did not have enough left to buy a 
railroad ticket to New York, so I took a trolley 
car and started one morning in July, 1904, for 
the big city, arriving there, about 10 a. m. I 
didn’t go at this time to my brother nor to my 
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cousin as advised, but sought out two or three 
of my old college friends and they helped me 
financially, and I spent the money they gave 
me in drink. In response to letters which I wrote 
at an earlier date to old college friends, scattered 
all over the country, about $75 to $100 was 
received as loans. With this money I secured a 
room at a cheap uptown hotel, and lived for a 
while on free lunches which were secured in 
Sixth and Seventh Avenue saloons. Very soon 
my borrowed money was exhausted and being 
completely “down and out,” I contemplated 
suicide, going down to the docks of the East 
River, determined to Jump in and end it all, but 
when I arrived, I found myself too big a coward 
to take my life. A big kind hearted policeman 
advised me to go down town and see my brother. 
This I did, but found that he was out of the city. 
This left me “up against a stone wall,” and it 
was go without eating and a place to lay my 
head, or do the very thing which I hated above 
all things to do, namely, visit the office of a 
cousin of mine whom I knew to be very religious, 
and to whom I was financially indebted. I felt 
certain that my cousin would preach to me, and 
that was the last thing under the sun I wanted. 
However, “Divinity shapes our ends rough hue 
them as we will,’ and I was forced to go to him, 
on August 6th, 1904. I went to him to borrow 
money. He was very kind, did not preach, but 
handled me in a most tactful way. My cousin’s 
name is Mr. Thomas Savage Clay of 107 Wall 
Street, an active member of the Fifth Avenue 
Presbyterian Church. 


Cuapter VIII 


I LAND IN THE JERRY McAULEY 
MISSION 


Up to this time I had never heard of a Rescue 
Mission, but Mr. Clay told me about a most 
wonderful one at 316 Water Street, under the 
Brooklyn Bridge, known as the “Jerry McAuley 
Water Street Mission.’”?’ He knew of the miracu- 
lous work this Mission had done for years and 
of hundreds of ‘down and out’’ men whose lives 
had been completely redeemed through its min- 
istration. Mr. Clay gave me a dollar and asked 
if I would not go down to this Mission and buy 
a book for him. Of course he had telephoned 
the Mission in the meantime and told them to 
be on the lookout for me. In giving me the 
dollar he wanted to test whether I would spend 
it in a saloon or really take it to the Mission and 
buy the book. I arrived at the Mission about 
noon. On arriving at the Mission the janitor, 
Mr. Thos. J. Farmer (who was once a notorious 
bandit and crook, spending seventeen years of 
his life in western penitentiaries, and who was 
saved by Christ from that kind of hell on earth, 
and who is, I believe, at this time a Christian 
man with a responsible position in Washington, 
D. C.), greeted me cordially and gave me a 
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kind word and handshake, one of the few I had 
received in several years. Farmer told me of 
his life experience and greatly encouraged me. 
From that day to this we have been friends and 
for five years we were co-workers together for 
Christ. The superintendent of the Mission, Mr. 
S. H. Hadley, was away, but his assistant, Mr. 
John H. Wyburn, met me, sold me the book, 
and asked me into the parlor where we had a 
little talk together. As I recall it, he asked me 
if I was happy and satisfied with my life. I 
told him I was unhappy and very much dis- 
satisfied with my life, and that I would love to 
change it but did not know how. He then in 
brief told me of his own life, how he had been 
a drunkard and how God had helped him to be 
a sober, decent, respectable man. He invited 
me to have a little prayer with him, which we 
had, and he begged me to come back to the 
public meeting that night (August 6, 1904). I 
told him I would try to do so. Arriving back 
at Mr. Clay’s office with the book (“Down in 
Water Street,” by 8. H. Hadley), which he had 
sent me to purchase, my cousin asked me what 
had occurred at the Mission, and I told him. He 
said, “well, are you going to accept Mr. Wy- 
burn’s invitation and go to the meeting to- 
night?” to which I replied, “Perhaps I would, 
but I wasn’t quite certain.” Mr. Clay then came 
out frankly in the spirit of love, and told me 
that I was on the edge of a precipice and was 
about to tumble over, and that God’s Word was 
very plain and emphatic in stating that “no 
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drunkard could enter the Kingdom of Heaven.” 
I told him I would go to the meeting that night. 
He said he would stand by me and help me, 
and to remember God’s promise: “Seek ye first 
the Kingdom of God, and his righteousness and 
all (material) things would be added.” He told 
me if I was true and faithful I would regain 
everything I had lost and would get my wife 
and family back, secure a situation, and God 
would prosper me In every way. He said my 
dear mother was in Heaven praying for me and 
that my sinful life was breaking her heart. 
Remember, I had been drinking for a number 
of years, and for the last few steadily and 
heavily, and I was rum-soaked and sin-laden. 
The meeting that night was led by an ex- 
gambler, Mr. John Mergenthaler, whose wife 
had prayed for his redemption nightly for sev- 
enteen long years. The prayers of that God- 
fearing woman were answered, and Mr. Mer- 
genthaler became a soundly converted man. That 
night, August 6th, he (a beautiful Christian 
character) told his life-story and made a practi- 
cal Christian talk that appealed very much to me. 
After his heart to heart talk, the meeting was 
thrown open for personal testimony, and about 
thirty men stood on their feet and briefly told 
how they had been saved by Christ from drink 
and from impurity, gambling, selfishness, etc. 
These men seemed to be telling the truth and 
looked happy and clean and prosperous, and bore 
every evidence of the redemptive power of 
Christ. After the testimonies were given, the 
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leader said, “If there is any man in this room 
tonight whose life has been a failure, and who 
is dissatisfied and despondent and wants God’s 
help and desires to lead a new life, let him raise 
his hand,” I raised my hand, went forward to 
the Mercy Seat and knelt with other derelicts 
for prayer. I think there were some ten or 
twelve of us on our knees seeking God’s help. 
It was impossible for my lips to utter a voluntary 
prayer, but at the request of Mr. Merganthaler, 
I repeated after him the Publican’s prayer, “God, 
be merciful to me a sinner.” I certainly meant 
it. God saw my heart and knew that I appre- 
ciated my present terrible condition; that I 
had faith in Him to help me, and that I would 
make an honest effort to be a Christian. There 
was no over-emotion in the transaction—it was 
just a quiet surrender of will. God answered my 
prayer and I unquestionably was spiritually 
reborn the night of August 6th, 1904. When I 
arose from my knees that August night nearly 
twenty-four years ago, I could sincerely and 
honestly say: “One thing I know, that, whereas 
I was born blind, now I see.” My experience can 
be epitomized in these lines: 


“Once I was blind; now I can see. 

Once I was bound; now I am free, 

That’s how I know there’s a Saviour for me.” 
I found the lines of this noted hymn to be true: 


“Thou hope of every contrite heart, 
Thou joy of all the meek, 
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To those who fall how kind Thou art, 
How good to those who seck. 


But what to those who find? Ah, this 
Nor tongue nor pen can show! 

The love of Jesus, what it is 

None but His loved ones know.” 


Every night for 365 nights I attended the 
meetings of this Mission and gave my brief, 
simple testimony. In changing my environment 
from the saloon and its patrons to the compan- 
ionship of the redeemed men of the Mission, 
from the gambling parlor to active work for 
Christ in the lower East side of New York, my 
spiritual eyes and spiritual mind were more 
widely opened and my spiritual growth began. 
If any man honestly desires to forsake an im- 
pure, immoral, sinful life, I would urge that man 
first of all to have faith in God to do for him 
what his shattered will cannot do and to seek 
God’s help through earnest prayer. Second, to 
cut away from all pretended friends who help to 
drag him down or make the fight for purity 
more difficult, and to substitute the company of 
clean, wholesome Christian men and women. 
In place of the saloon, the gambling and pool 
parlor, substitute attendance at a Rescue Mis- 
sion, join a church and take an active interest 
in its work. Such a program faithfully fol- 
lowed out will sooner or later reveal to him the 
truth of “the expulsive power of a new affec- 
tion.” The old man and the old life will die and 
he will truly become “a new creature in Christ 
Jesus.” 


CHaprer IX 
FORWARD STEPS IN MY NEW LIFE 


When I turned about face the night of August 
6th, 1904, one of the very first things I did was 
to purchase a Bible and began daily to read the 
Four Gospels. I also began to read outstanding 
Christian books. Each morning and night I 
would pray to God to help me be a sincere Chris- 
tian and to give me the desire to help others 
who were in need of Christ’s sustaining strength. 
After an absence of many years, my Church 
connection was renewed, and, after a six months’ 
loyalty to Christ in my reborn life, I once again 
began to attend Holy Communion and receive 
its strengthening power. Two Christian friends— 
Mr. Alexander M. Haddon and Mr. James H. 
Falconer—enlisted my interest and service in 
work on Blackwell’s Island; also in prisons, and 
greatly encouraged me in my new life. By con- 
tinued, constant prayer, the daily reading of 
God’s word, active service for the spread of the 
Master’s Kingdom, regular attendance at 
Church, and faithfulness in partaking of the 
Holy Communion, I was strengthened and en- 
riched in my Christian Discipleship and in 
March, 1905, the old sinful desires were totally 
destroyed and have never returned during the 
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last 23 years. These character-debasing appe~ 
tites of many years enslavement were not com- 
pletely killed the night of my regeneration, Au- 
gust 6th, 1904, and for 8 months following I had 
a battle royal with them and proved in my own 
experience that Christ gives to him who earnestly 
and sincerely seeks it His strength and His 
power and His victory. Tempted at times 
almost to desperation, I more than once locked 
myself in my room to be sure of victory over the 
awful curse of drink. On my knees I fought it 
out in earnest prayer, and God never once failed 
me. By degrees the cursed appetite for liquor, 
drugs, gambling and impurity left me and in 
March, 1905, all desire for these tastes took 
wings and flew away. This battle with old 
appetites is not the experience of all Mission 
converts for many have testified to an instanta- 
neous elimination of the very desire co-incident 
with their surrender to God. My loyal Chris- 
tian friend and former associate, Mr. Henry H. 
Hadley II, now superintendent of Calvary Mis- 
sion, 23rd Street and 1st Avenue, New York 
City, experienced this immediate eradication of 
all the old sinful desires the very moment he 
cried out of a broken and contrite heart to God 
for forgiveness and help and he testifies that for 
the past 22 years (1906-1928) he has never had 
the slightest desire to drink intoxicating liquor, 
gamble or commit any of the old habits which 
degraded his life. Mr. Hadley’s experience is 
the experience of a large number of Mission con- 
verts, while some have had to go through the 
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battle I went through before the complete vic- 
tory over the old desires was gained. In our 
Rescue Missions we call such an experience as 
Mr. Hadley’s and mine, “Conversion” or “The 
New Birth” as referred to in the 3rd chapter of 
St. John’s Gospel. What happened to my life 
August 6th, 1904, is aptly described by Dr. A. 
M. Hills in his booklet on “regeneration.” Dr. 
Hills states: “It does not mean the creation of 
new faculties. The sinner’s faculties are good 
enough; he does not need new faculties, but a 
new use of the old ones. He has now all the 
essential elements of a moral being—intellect, 
sensibility and free-will. We do not know that 
an angel of God himself has any more. The 
word ‘Heart’ (“A New Heart’) here stands for 
character. It means the moral activities of the 
soul, including the affections and will. The fun- 
damental choice of the sinner is self-gratifica- 
tion. Whether he eats or drinks, or wakes or 
sleeps, or toils or rests, his own pleasure from 
the gratification of his sensibilities is the end of 
his being. The glory of God, the interests of 
His Kingdom, the greatest good of the universe, 
are all overlooked or set aside. Self-gratifica- 
tion is the end of his being. But when the heart 
is renewed the same intellect employs itself dif- 
ferently. The same sensibilities have new de- 
lights. The same will makes new choices, ex- 
erts itself in new directions. What the man 
once loved, he now hates, and what he once 
hated, he now loves. “Old things are passed 
away; behold, all things are become new” (2 
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Cor. 5:17). There is a new trend to the life, 
new aspirations, ambitions, plans, wishes and 
purposes. In regeneration there is only the con- 
stitution of a new and holy choice of will, which 
leads to new character. The governing motive 
of the soul is changed from devotion to the grati- 
fication of the senses to the pursuit of the glory 
of God and the good of being. 

“Regeneration, then 1s that moral change in 
man, wrought by himself and the Holy Spirit in 
co-operation, by which he is saved from the love, 
the practice and the dominion of sin, and en- 
abled to love God and keep His commandments.” 
Professor James says: “Conversion is that 
process, sudden or gradual, by which a self, 
hitherto divided and consciously wrong, inferior 
and unhappy, becomes unified, consciously right, 
superior and happy in consequence of a firmer 
hold on religious realities.”’ 

Nicodemus possessed intellect, culture, refine- 
ment, high political and social status, and yet 
Jesus plainly told him these were not sufficient 
for eternal life and that one had to be “born 
again” before he could even see the Kingdom 
of Heaven. Rev. Samuel Shoemaker, Jr., de- 
clares that 5th Avenue and Park Avenue need 
Christ as much as the “Bowery” or “Cherry 
Hill,” and my experience convinces me, of the 
truthfulness of his claim. Their sins may be 
of a different character, but there is no dis- 
tinction of sin with God. 

Beginning the night of August 6, 1904, I saw 
life through different eye-glasses and realized its 
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deep and sacred meaning. I had up to the night 
of my conversion regarded it as a plaything—an 
opportunity given me to have all the fun and 
selfish pleasure it was possible to cram into one 
human existence; to think first and always of 
self and let the rest of humanity get along as 
best they could. Up to August 6th, 1904, my life 
was lived upon the selfish basis of the little girl 
who gave a tea party and thus described it: 


“T gave a little party, this afternoon at three, 
’Twas very small: three guests in all, 
Just I, myself and me. 
Myself ate up the sandwiches, while I 
Drank up the tea, 
’Twas also I who ate the pie, and passed the 
cake to me.” 


Sir Henry Drummond has pointed out to all 
who will take his advice, the one and only road 
to happiness. He says: “Half the world is on 
the wrong quest in the pursuit of happiness. 
They think it consists in having and getting, 
and in being served by others. It consists in 
giving, and in serving others. . . . He that 
would be happy, let him remember that there 
is but one way—it is more blessed,—it is more 
happy, to give than to receive.” That beauti- 
ful Christian character, admired the world over, 
General Robert E. Lee, gave us his receipt for 
happiness: “A sound mind, a healthy body, a 
firm belief in God, a loving wife and dutiful 
children—that is my idea of happiness.” 

Selfishness is the tap-root of all that displeases 
God. “Unselfish Service” was an unknown term 
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and unknown experience in my old sinful life. 
The biggest words in the English language to 
me were “I,” “Me,” “Mine.” The night of 
August 6th, 1904, changed this attitude and 
made me realize that complete surrender through 
sacrificial love and filial obedience were the heart 
and soul of the Christian religion, and that I 
must dedicate my life to the service of others 
if I really desired to please God. Several con- 
secrated Christian friends were particularly help- 
ful to me at the very beginning of my upward 
climb toward God, Rev. Samuel H. Hadley, 
superintendent of the famous Jerry McAuley 
Mission; Dr. Robert E. Speer, secretary of the 
Presbyterian Board of Foreign Missions; Dr. 
Ernest M. Stires, then rector of St. Thomas’ 
Church, New York City, and now bishop of 
Long Island; Dr. J. Ross Stevenson, then pas- 
tor of the Fifth Avenue Presbyterian Church, 
New York City, and now prominently connected 
with the Princeton Theological Seminary, 
Princeton, N. J.; Dr. Henry Sloane Coffin, now 
head of Union Theological Seminary, also my 
loyal and devoted cousin, Mr. Thomas Savage 
Clay, who gave his time and his money to help 
me. These kind friends counselled with and en- 
couraged me and loyally stuck by me as I 
pushed onward in my new life, and I will ever 
be grateful to them for the splendid help they 
gave me at this critical juncture. Their Christ- 
like example was especially encouraging to me 
and has been a stimulus to me through the in- 
tervening years. 


CHAPTER X 


MY WIFE AND FATHER HEAR OF MY 
CONVERSION 


From 1902, when I left home, until 1905, I had 
not received a line from my father or other 
members of the family. My cousin, Mr. Clay, 
wrote to my father about the change that had 
come into my life, but he was loath to believe 
it, thinking that perhaps it was only a tem- 
porary affair, and that I would soon be back 
in the old rut. He had written my cousin in 
1903 that he hoped never again to see my face, 
and that if I ever took another drink of intox- 
icating liquor he prayed that it would silence my 
lips forever. When one stands true for a year 
to his Christian pledge, he is allowed in the 
‘McAuley Mission to have an anniversary. 
August 6th, 1905, witnessed the celebration of 
my first anniversary in my reborn Christian 
life. A New York newspaper man chanced to 
stray into the Mission that evening, and he was 
so much impressed with the narration of my 
experience that in some unknown way he se- 
cured my photograph and used it in his paper 
with an account of my experience. The paper 
chanced to reach my father in his Savannah 
office. He hastened on to New York City to 
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see if the good news were true. I shall never 
forget to my dying day walking into the old 
Fifth Avenue Hotel, Twenty-third Street and 
Fifth Avenue, to meet my father. Remember 
in 1903 he said he hoped never again to see my 
face. When, however, in 1905, he met me in 
the Fifth Avenue Hotel, “a new creature in 
Christ Jesus’’ clothed in my right mind and free 
from every evidence of intemperance, he put his 
arms around me and hugging me affectionately 
he thanked God for my redemption and told me 
that I was once more his son. He went down to 
the Water Street Mission with me one night 
soon after our reconciliation and was very deeply 
impressed with the concrete evidence of the 
power of God as seen in the redeemed lives of 
the men who testified. The work of the Mc- 
Auley Mission so profoundly impressed him that 
upon his return to Savannah, Georgia, he wrote 
an article for the daily paper. Concluding the 
article he said, “Will the reader attempt to 
realize the emotions aroused in the breast of a 
loving parent when in the midst of that goodly 
company of the reclaimed and the redeemed 
and rescued through its noble ministrations, was 
seen his own prodigal son, his youngest, who had 
been almost hopelessly abandoned to the sad 
company of the loved and lost, in his right 
mind, with his head erect and clad in the gar- 
ments of righteousness, and proudly returning 
to the house of his fathers, crowned with lilies, 
singing Joyous and triumphant song, and bring- 
ing with him his fruiting sheaves.” My father 
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died in 1907 an earnest Christian. Just prior to 
his death, he wrote me a beautiful letter and told 
me that my redeemed life had been very helpful 
to him, and that he desired me to continue my 
Christian service among young men. The good 
news of my redemption, of course, reached my 
wife, who was, in 1904, living with her mother 
in Savannah, Georgia. She could hardly believe 
it, for she knew from bitter experience the iron 
grip sin had on my life. She wrote telling me 
that if I proved faithful in my new life for one 
year she would come north and again live with 
me. She came to New York in 1905. She had 
joined the church when young and was a reg- 
ular attendant, but this beautiful service was to 
her, as it was to me, not appreciated nor put 
into practice in our lives. The change in my 
habit of living was so pronounced that she was 
beginning to get alarmed, fearing that my mind 
was affected. Constant, regular Bible study, 
prayer and unselfish service on my part made 
her feel that the pendulum was swinging from 
one extreme to the other, and my life began to 
grate upon her and to bore and alarm her, so 
much so that she thought it would be. necessary 
for her to again leave me. In 1905 I attended 
for the first time a great Northfield Conference, 
which was a spiritual inspiration to me. I knew 
this was the place where God could deepen the 
spiritual life of my wife, and after much coax- 
ing and persuasion she agreed to spend a few 
days during the summer of 1906 at the General 
Northfield (Mass.) Conference, declaring be- 
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fore leaving, however, that she would not pledge 
herself to attend the meetings. She carried out 
her promise and left New York in August, 1905, 
for a few days’ stay at this sacred place. Upon 
arriving she began to attend the auditorum 
meetings, but was not deeply interested in them. 
There came across the water from Poona, In- 
dia, a wonderful young Christian woman by 
the name of Miss Susie Sorabji. Mr. Alexander 
M. Haddon had heard of my recovery from a 
life of shame and had taken a personal interest 
in my restoration to manhood. He had met 
Mrs. Mercer and he knew that my future wel- 
fare depended in large measure upon my wife’s 
deeper consecration. Mr. Haddon acted as treas- 
urer for Miss Sorabji, who came to America for 
the purpose of raising some money with which 
to support her Christian school in India. When 
Miss Sorabji arrived in New York, Mr. Haddon 
told her of our case and asked her to try and 
meet Mrs. Mercer at Northfield. In a most 
wonderful way, which could have been nothing 
else but direct answer to prayer, my wife came 
in touch with Miss Sorabji at Northfield in 1905, 
and one night in a little room of “The Day Cot- 
tage” God used this wonderfully consecrated 
Parsee Christian to open wide the eyes of my 
spiritually blinded wife, who as a result that 
memorable night surrendered her entire life to 
Jesus Christ. The never to be forgotten news 
was telegraphed to me in New York City, and I 
immediately hastened to Northfield to rejoice 
with Mrs. Mercer and Miss Sorabji, and on our 
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knees to thank God for the miracle He had 
performed in her life. 
God’s promise is to withhold no good thing 
from those who walk uprightly (righteously), 
and that promise was fulfilled to the very let- 
ter in our lives and our joy and peace became 
complete in Him. We returned from Northfield 
to New York City with our cup of happiness 
running over and life now assuming new obliga- 
tions for both of us. I had secured in New 
York City in 1904 a job checking freight on the 
East River docks, and in 1905 took a better 
position in a well known mercantile house and 
remained with that house for over a year. The 
income was small but sufficient to meet our 
simple needs, and although living in one room 
in a well-known Christian boarding house, we 
were happy. Our Bible study, prayer life, 
Church attendance were regularly and faith- 
fully cared for with a new sense of meaning to 
it all. Each night I would attend the McAuley 
Mission services, Mrs. Mercer frequently going 
down there with me; these services were a 
stimulus and blessing to us both. Her anxiety 
for Christian service was rewarded by her se- 
curing a position in “The Church Periodical 
Club” (a well known Episcopal organization) 
in the Church Mission House on 4th Avenue 
and 22nd Street. We kept plugging along in a 
simple quiet way, witnessing for Christ when- 
ever and wherever we could find the opportunity 
so to do, and we experienced in our own lives 
as being absolutely true, His promise that if we 
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sought first His Kingdom, and strove honestly 
to do His will, our material needs would be 
supplied. Never once even in the smallest de- 
tail did God fail us, although many, many times 
we unintentionally failed Him. I am convinced 
from my own personal experience and of a na- 
tional observation during the past twenty-three 
years that the happiest and most joyous lives 
are those lived in Christian simplicity and loving 
loyalty to God’s will. Dr. G. Sherwood Eddy 
and many others whom I know testify to this 
fact as their personal experience. Wealth, cul- 
ture, social position and worldly popularity are 
certainly to be desired as a means to an end, 
but in themselves do not insure peace and joy; 
a consecration of the affections to Christ is the 
supreme essential for that and no man can be in 
complete peace, joy and happiness outside of 
Him. I recently heard a noted doctor lecturing 
in a New England city, state: “TI have travelled 
all over the world and been a keen observer of 
people, and I find the happiest people in all 
the world are the Missionaries and the most 
miserable people in all the world are the idle 
rich.” The world’s pleasures fascinate and en- 
thrall for a season, but sooner or later pall upon 
us, bore us and fill us with ennui, whereas Christ 
completely satisfies, because He and He alone 
meets the yearnings of the soul and is the key 
that fits the lock of every human heart. The 
tragedy is that so many are blind to this fact, 
and seek unsuccessfully their joy and happiness 
in material things which God never commended 
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as a pathway to peace, poise and soul satisfac- 
tion. . . . A wealthy banker in a Southern city 
died a few years back. In looking over his 
private personal effects a friend found this no- 
tation scribbled on a piece of paper in the bank- 
er’s desk: “Riches will buy you everything but 
peace, and take you anywhere and everywhere 
but to Heaven.” There is no passage in the 
Scriptures, with which I am familiar, that con- 
demns the honest accumulation of money, but 
Christ makes it quite plain that we are His 
Trustees and will be held accountable for its 
use. 

At the time of my conversion in 1904, I was 
heavily in debt. I earnestly prayed to God that 
He would open up some way by which these 
debts would be paid and my guilty conscience 
calmed. God answered that prayer in this way: 
My father died in 1907, leaving a fairly large 
estate to his surviving children. Those sums of 
money he had so generously paid out to cancel 
my sinful debts up to 1902 when I left home, 
were charged against my interest in his estate 
and they about ate up any moneys coming to me 
at his death. However my sister and three 
brothers had heard of the conversion of myself 
and loyal wife, and all being fine Christians and 
wanting to assist us in every possible way, and 
thus prove their love for us, they sent me out 
of their portion of my father’s estate a handsome 
check with which to pay all of my outstanding 
debts and with the balance buy a small home 
in the suburbs of New York City. This check 
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reached me unexpectedly in Atlantic City, where 
the Devil is quite wide awake, but I did not 
cash it there and spend it in sin. I followed their 
advice and in 1907 every one of the old sinful 
obligations were paid in full and a small, un- 
pretentious home was purchased in Flushing, 
Long Island, twelve miles out of New York 
City. 


CHAPTER DG 
MY CALL TO McAULEY MISSION 


In 1906 one of the kindest, sweetest Christian 
souls I have ever met, Rev. Samuel Hopkins 
Hadley, died. He was superintendent of the in- 
ternationally known McAuley Rescue Mission 
under the Brooklyn Bridge, New York City, for 
over thirty years, literally wearing himself out 
in unselfish service for any and all who needed 
his help. I have never met a human being who 
lived more in keeping with the 13th Chapter of 
First Corinthians than he, and I do not believe 
any Rescue Mission leader has ever lived who 
was more genuinely beloved and respected than 
Mr. Hadley; certainly no one person exerted a 
stronger and finer influence upon my life than 
this sainted man of God. Soon after his death, 
the Mission Board of Trustees met and were 
kind enough to ask me to become assistant su- 
perintendent of the Mission, which position I 
accepted and assumed in 1907. Mr. John H. 
Wyburn, who had been Mr. Hadley’s assistant 
for many years, succeeded him as superintendent 
and I was made assistant to Mr. Wyburn. One 
of the important privileges of my position was 
to speak in Churches of various denominations 
and in the telling of my own conversion and the 
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conversion of others present the marvelous re- 
demptive work of Christ in the McAuley Mis- 
sion and seek financial aid for its support. On 
many occasions several outstanding Mission 
converts would accompany me on these visits 
and add their testimony to mine in proof of the 
transforming and keeping power of our Lord 
and Saviour Jesus Christ. I recall with joy the 
splendid services thus conducted in the 5th 
Avenue Presbyterian Church, the Marble Col- 
legiate Church on 5th Avenue and many other 
outstanding churches in New York City, Brook- 
lyn and neighboring communities. In _ those 
days (1907-1909) the church services were 
largely attended and a deep and reverent inter- 
est shown in evangelical religion, and no great 
difficulty was experienced in securing large con- 
gregations and in raising goodly sums of money 
for the maintenance of Rescue Work. We 
found Christian people of all creeds willing and 
anxious to give their money to a service so 
practical and so fruitful as that of the Mc- 
Auley Mission, whose ministry showed such 
wonderful results in the reclamation of degraded 
and once useless men. And from that day to 
this I have found men and women generally 
sympathetic and generous to any Christian effort 
of sincerity and unquestioned helpfulness to 
needy humanity. A sincere, practical, humble, 
fruitful Christian work will never die for lack 
of financial support. While officially connected 
(1907-1909) with the McAuley Mission a large 
part of my time was spent in the Mission build- 
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ing seeking lost souls and rendering whatever 
service possible to win men to a Christian life. 
One of the outstanding impressions made upon 
me in Rescue Mission work was the unpropor- 
tionately large number of “down and out” men 
who had been Church members and for one 
reason or another had drifted away from the 
Church and its influence into a reckless, sinful 
life of physical and mental ruin. How often I 
then heard and continue to hear redeemed men 
testify that they were baptized and confirmed in 
the Church or joined a Church when young, but 
received no power from the Church services to 
keep them pure, clean and unspotted from the 
world. Is the Church principally to blame for 
this condition? In many cases, yes, and in 
others, no. In my own case, no—for our rector 
was a consecrated man of God, a splendid 
preacher and teacher of the Word and a most 
sympathetic and practical worker among young 
men. Of my own will, I allowed the world and 
its unsatisfying interests to wean me away from 
God and His Church. I am sure this is the 
experience of most “down and out” men. I have 
visited a few churches, however, where the holy 
spirit of God is conspicuously absent and I can 
readily understand how in such a church, a 
young man or young woman receives no spiritual 
strength with which to live a victorious life, and 
some ultimately wind up in a Rescue Mission 
battered and shattered and a complete wreck. — 
In my national survey of moral and spiritual 
conditions I have found those parishes and de- 
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nominational Churches preaching and practicing 
a sane, normal, Evangelistic Gospel to be the 
growing parishes and Churches, helping men and 
women in a most vital way and holding the 
interest and affections of our young people. It 
is a shame that so many churches are getting 
away from the evangelical appeal and resorting 
to a purely mental Gospel, which does not often 
change and beautify the heart. God asks us to 
worship Him with all our heart, soul and mind, 
giving the preeminence to heart worship. ‘As 
a man thinketh in his heart (not his head), so is 
he,” declares the Master, and “out of the heart” 
(not the brain), Christ also declares, “are the 
real issues of life.’ Rev. John W. Ham, in his 
volume of Evangelistic Sermons, “Reaping for 
Christ,” says: ‘Faith that is active accepts 
Christ as life-giver and Saviour. This act of 
faith involves more than intellectual assent. It 
implies trust in a person. This touches the 
spirit. It goes deeper than the mind. Religion 
of the mind only is about as useless as a life- 
boat on the summit of Mt. Washington. Satan 
believes intellectually, but it does not change 
his nature. Saving faith regenerates.” What 
many of our churches need is a more genuine 
heart worship, unquestioned sincerity and a 
greater love to all mankind, less battling and 
bickering over theological minutiae, which does 
not interest the vast majority, also less internal 
strife and jealousy, a more practical presenta- 
tion of simple Gospel facts, and a more loving 
and loyal devotion to Jesus Christ and His King- 
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dom. Dear Dean Hodges used to put it this 
way to the divinity students under him in the 
Cambridge Divinity School: “The true test of a 
Church is not the glory of its buildings, not 
the strength of its organizations, nor its wealth, 
nor numbers, but its actual result in character. 
Thus a parish is tested by the conduct of the 
congregation, and an individual by his ordinary 
behavior. The Church ltke the creed is for the 
sake of character. It exists to make men good. 
Are you more kind because you went to Church, 
more watchful of opportunities to be of use, 
more restrained in your criticism of your neigh- 
bors, more conscious of the constant presence of 
God?” 

In her practical book, “Consecrated Common 
Sense,” Miss Nellie O. Lincoln says: “What is 
the object of a church or parish? The object 
of it all is to bring God into the lives of the 
people—to make God a reality in their lives. 
Incidentally we keep up our parish, we pay our 
clergy, we pay our choirs, we have our guilds, 
we have our auxiliaries, we have friendly and 
fellowship societies, we have Bible classes and 
we sometimes act as if these were the end to 
be obtained. If they are well attended, if the 
financial report is fine, we think we are a great 
success, when all is merely a process. Unless 
we learn in the church that God is a reality in 
our lives, and that ‘in Him we live and move 
and have our being,’ that He is a present help 
in every daily problem, all the guilds and so- 
cieties in the world are of no value. When we 
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know this and hold it ever before our eyes as 
the great meaning of our religion, then and not 
till then will our church service become most 
beautiful and vital.” 

One of the outstanding rectors in New York 
City said this in a sermon preached in 1927 in 
his own Parish Church: “Some of you are 
anxious about the Church. You ought to be. 
Its prosperity has seldom if ever been rivalled, 
but its religion seems to grow more diluted every 
day. Its activities are strong, but its experience 
is weak. There have been suggested many rem- 
edies, larger subscriptions, more religious educa- 
tion, a better educated ministry, more amuse- 
ments for the young people, more church going. 
They are all good, but secondary remedies. The 
Church will not be the power it ought to be in 
the world till the Church is converted. Chris- 
tians out of touch with the living God—Chris- 
tians with a cold prayer life—Christians with 
pride and indifference towards the world with- 
out—Christians whose profession is one thing 
while their life is another—those are the matter 
with the Church. What we need is a host of 
converted Christians let loose inside the Church 
itself.” 

Another thing which impressed me as I worked 
officially in the McAuley Mission, was the large 
number of college graduates, who, because of 
intemperate living (which in the majority of 
cases began in college) had found their level “on 
the Bowery” or in the “Bread Line” and some 
behind penitentiary bars. One of the most bril- 
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liant men I have ever known, I met in the city 
hospital on Blackwell’s Island, a confirmed drug 
addict. He had graduated from a noted English 
University and was the master of several lan- 
guages and a most omniverous reader and a 
brilliant conversationalist. I used to enjoy visit- 
ing him and talking with him, for he seemed 
conversant with almost any and all subjects 
brought up, and with all of his brilliancy, he 
was a hospital charge and a “down and outer”; 
you could not put your little finger on any part 
of his body from the shoulders to his ankles 
without touching the marks or sores of the 
hypodermic needle. Intellect certainly did not 
save this man. I recall another brilliant college 
man (a former minister of an influential Church 
in an Eastern city) who began drinking in 
“moderation” during his college days and who 
carried this habit into his ministry only to be 
wrecked and ruined by it and compelled to re- 
sign his $8,000 a year pastorate. By degrees he 
went down hill until one night he was literally 
ejected from a Christian institution for his con- 
tinued and deliberate infraction of their rules. 
Arrested upon a serious charge, he was placed 
in the Tombs prison and one day, chained to a 
colored man, he was brought before a judge for 
trial, but because much personal influence was 
exerted in his behalf, he was placed upon parole 
in custody of dear Mr. Hadley, superintendent 
of the McAuley Mission. That ex-minister, 
largely through the patient kindness and sym- 
pathy of Mr. Hadley, knelt down one night in 
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the Mission and yielded his heart, his soul and 
his will to God. The change in this man was 
miraculous. His life blossomed out as a beau- 
tiful flower and he became an outstanding leader 
in the Mission and teacher of the Mission Bible 
Class. When I last heard of him, he was holding 
tight to God and doing a splendid work for Him. 
I could mention scores of such miracles which 
I have witnessed with my own eyes and I know 
from what I have myself seen in Rescue Work 
that the days of miracles are certainly not over, 
for the converts of the McAuley and other Res- 
cue Missions are scattered all over the world, 
witnessing in life and with lip to the miraculous 
saving and keeping power of our loving Savior. 

Two years ago I was conducting a series of 
meetings in the Capital City of a mid-western 
state. One night immediately following the Sun- 
day night church service, a very handsome, 
splendidly groomed gentleman with the manners 
of a Lord Chesterfield, approached me, and 
asked: “Do you remember me, Mr. Mercer?” 
Studying him for a few moments and not given 
to polite lying, I had to frankly confess that 
I did not remember him. With an attractive 
bewitching smile, he said: ‘Were you ever in 
Houston, Texas?” Having conducted meetings 
on several occasions in that attractive city, I 
answered him in the affirmative. He then asked 
me if I recalled stopping on the Main Street of 
Houston one day several years previous and 
speaking kindly to a man who had upon his 
breast a sign, “Help me. I am blind.” My 
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mind ran hastily back to the incident which was 
most vivid in my memory. I did recall the man 
in question to whom I had told something of 
my own experience and to whom I had given 
a coin and a kindly word several years ago in 
Texas, but I could see no connection between 
the Houston tramp and the Beau-Brummell I 
was conversing with that night in a mid-western 
Episcopal Church. He narrated every incident 
of that Houson experientce and soon convinced 
me beyond a question of a doubt that he was 
one and the same man who had begged for help 
in Houston. A miracle had been performed by a 
loving God in his life, and he is now a happy 
father, a successful business man, a most highly 
respected and useful citizen, and an untiring 
worker for the spread and deepening of Christ’s 
Kingdom on earth. He comes from a noted 
southern family and graduated from an out- 
standing southern university. Drink and its 
accompanying vices, dragged him by degrees 
to the very bottom. He had lost his home, his 
money, his health—in fact about everything, in- 
cluding his religion. His life became a lie from 
start to finish and the very sign of “Help me. 
I am blind,” was a falsehood used to extract 
money from sympathetic folks for drink and 
gambling and other vices. He “came to him- 
self” one day like the Prodigal of old, and in 
a Rescue Mission in Houston made the surrender 
of his shattered life to God. The miracle was — 
instantaneous and from that day to now this 
man’s life has been a benediction and a blessing. 
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Just one more illustration of the miracle- 
working power of our loving Heavenly Father. 
In November, 1927, I had spoken one Sunday 
afternoon in the Doyer Street Mission, New 
York City, and the message had been radioed 
far and wide. That night my life story was 
repeated through the kindness of my friend, 
Dr. Carter, in the Throop Avenue Presbyterian 
Church, Brooklyn, N. Y., of which Dr. Carter is 
the pastor. After this service a very large, 
handsome man came among others to shake my 
hand. He lingered until all others had left and 
when we were alone, he said: “I have known 
you, Mercer, for several years, do you remember 
me?” I had to confess that I did not remem- 
ber ever having met him before. He then asked 
me if I recalled meeting a man in Hartford, 
Conn., several years back, who had robbed Mark 
Twain’s home in Redding Ridge, Conn., and as 
a result of this theft and other crimes had spent 
several years in the Wethersfield, Conn., State 
Prison, and who upon being released from prison, 
had met me in the Hartford Y. M. C. A., where 
he had attended some of my lectures. I im- 
mediately recalled the experience. I said: 
“Henry Williams, I would never have known you, 
for God has surely worked a miracle in your 
life.’ And God certainly had made Henry Wil- 
liams a new man in every way. He, like my old 
Houston, Texas, friend, is a happy father, a suc- 
cessful business man and an honored citizen of 
Brooklyn, N. Y. I commend to you his most 
fascinating life story in book form, “In the 
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Clutch of Circumstances,” published by D. Ap- 
pleton & Co., New York. It is fool-hardiness 
for one to say the days of miracles are over 
in the face of these and many other transformed 
lives I could mention. It is not only the “down 
and outers” whom Christ redeems but the “up 
and outers’ whose empty lives He fills with 
His Spirit, and their Christian uselessness He 
transforms into a joyous and happy service for 
Him. Christ masters the “Respectable Sins” 
as well as those of a grosser nature and never 
turns a deaf ear to any honest, sincere prayer 
for help. “Him that cometh unto me, I will in 
no wise cast out,” is His pledge. This was the 
case with Mrs. Mercer—always a clean, high- 
minded, pure young woman, but a perfunctory 
church attendant, never guilty of grosser sins, 
but living for years a self-centered, self-indul- 
gent, joyless life. Her conversion in Northfield 
in 1905 completely changed her center of in- 
terest and affections, and created in her a great 
yearning to unselfishly serve her Christ. Hav- 
ing done her work faithfully in the Church Peri- 
odical Club for over a year, she was called to a 
most important position in Dr. Parkhurst’s 
noted Mission House on 8rd Avenue and 29th 
Street, New York City. Among her many 
duties, none gave her greater joy than visiting, 
comforting, cheering and encouraging the sick, 
lonely and defeated of that neighborhood. She 
continued this soul satisfying work until illness 
came upon her, necessitating an operation in the 
Sloane hospital. Her physical unfitness com- 
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pelled her to abandon too strenuous a service, 
but she was always going about doing good, up 
to the moment God called her to her permanent 
Heavenly home in March, 1927. She was a 
Sunday School teacher, a member of the Altar 
Guild, actively interestetd in the boys and girls 
clubs of the Church and a staunch and loyal sup- 
porter of every good work tending to enlarge 
and deepen Christ’s Kingdom on earth. There 
can be no praise too high for a good woman 
and a true, devoted, loyal Christian wife and 
mother; she is certainly more precious than 
rubies or fine gold, and “her children rise up 
and call her blessed, her husband also he 
praiseth her.” (Proverbs 31: 28.) Blessed be- 
yond measure is the man to whom God has 
given a purehearted, true and loyal wife, as was 
His gift to me. On March 5th, while I was in 
the South about “The King of Kings” business, 
the greatest shock of all my life came in the 
receipt of a message that my devoted and won- 
derful wife had been burned to death in our 
Salisbury home. It seems she was painting the 
kitchen woodwork and in some way unknown 
to us the can of paint she was using fell from 
the ladder, exploding upon the hot kitchen stove 
instantaneously enveloping the kitchen in flames 
and trapping my wife so that she could not 
escape. She was horribly burned before any 
help could come to her, and she died five hours 
later in the Sharon, Conn., hospital—a brave, 
loyal Christian prepared to meet her Lord and 
Saviour. Her aged mother (seventy-four years 
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old) was in a remote part of the house when 
the catastrophe happened and did not hear her 
daughter’s cry for help. Chancing to go down- 
stairs she saw the smoke issuing from the kitchen 
and ran in, making every possible effort to pro- 
tect her daughter. Mrs. Freeland was severely 
burned about her head and arms and for two 
months following lingered in the Sharon hos- 
pital between life and death. I am glad to 
report God has spared her life and her general 
health is now good and she is in cheerful spirits, 
being a true Christian. 

In spite of all this great sorrow which has 
visited me, I can honestly say that my faith in 
God’s love and kindness is unshaken and my 
loyalty to Him has been strengthened rather 
than weakened. Over 1,500 of my loyal friends 
scattered all over the world, sent me a word of 
sympathy and to each and every one I am and 
ever will be deeply grateful. 

In Mrs. Mercer’s bible I found this poem, in- 
dicative of her deep faith in Christ: 


“So I am waiting quietly 
Every day— 
Whenever the sun shines brightly 
I arise and say: 
‘Surely ’tis the shining of His face.’ 
‘And look into the gates of 
His high place 
Beyond the sea. 
For I know He’s coming shortly 
To summon me: 
And when a shadow falls 
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Across the window of my room, 
Where I am working 
My appointed task, 
I lift my head to watch 
The door, 
And ask if He has come 
And the Angel answers 
Sweetly in my home. 
‘Only a few more shadows 
And He will come.’ ” 


I can honestly say with Job: “Though He slay 
me yet will I trust in Him.” My faith in God 
has not been weakened—it has been deepened. 
He has made this promise in the 27th Psalm: 
“For in the time of trouble He shall hide me in 
His pavilion, in the secret of His tabernacle shall 
He hide me.”’ And I have found His promise 
true. This little poem of James Whitcomb 
Riley’s expresses my feeling in my dear wife’s 
passing: 


“T cannot say, and I will not say 

That she is dead. She is Just away! 
With a cheery smile, and a wave of the hand, 
She has wandered into an unknown land, 
And left us dreaming how very fair 

It needs must be since she lingers there. 
And you—O you who the wildest yearn, 
For the old-time step and glad return, 
Think of her faring on, as dear 

In the love of there as the love of here. 
Think of her still as the same, I say. 
She is not dead—she is just away!” 
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And I firmly believe that we shall some day 
meet and renew in a spiritual sense our Christian 
comradeship. 

This poem of Edgar Guest’s also expresses my 
feeling and helps me to renew my allegiance to 
Christ, when down-hearted and discouraged: 


REMEMBRANCE 


“And if I played the coward now 
And flung my faith away; 
If unto this I would not bow, 
What would she think or say? 


If her brave spirit still can hear 
And if her eyes can see 

If now and then she watches near, 
I’d have her proud of me. 


For it would hurt her could she know 
I doubted God today. 

And stunned by such a cruel blow 
Had flung my faith away. 


For her sake, though the pain is deep 
And though the days are long, 

The little home she loved I’ll keep 
And struggle to be strong. 


I'll live as once she taught me how 
Though she is far away, 

For if I played the coward now 
What would she think or say?” 
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As I carry on my Christian service I am con- 
fident that she sees and understands and that 
her spirit constantly hovers about me. I know 
too that the dear Master sees my inmost 
thoughts and heart yearnings and that His lov- 
ing spirit overshadows my every act. 


Cater XII 
I TAKE UP STUDENT WORK 


In 1907 a small group of college men, repre- 
senting student Y. M. C. A.’s, came into the 
McAuley Mission one night for spiritual inspira- 
tion. After the service one of them approached 
me and asked me if I would come to Yale for 
some group meetings among the students of 
the University. The acceptance of this invita- 
tion and a blessed series of services in New 
Haven, so impressed some of the Christian stu- 
dent leaders in Yale that one of them (John G. 
Magee, now Rev. John G. Magee, a missionary 
in China under the Episcopal Church) suggested 
that I give more largely of my time to work in 
the American Colleges, Universities and Prepara- 
tory Schools. It was John Magee who ap- 
proached Dr. John R. Mott, general secretary 
of the International Y. M. C. A., and pleaded 
with him to affiliate my work with that of the 
International Y. M. C. A., and have me give 
my undivided time to Christian service among 
the students of our country. A small committee 
(headed by Dr. Mott, John Magee and Profes- 
sor Henry B. Wright of Yale) was formed, this 
committee acting as council and guide for my 
new service and committing themselves to the 
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responsibility of guaranteeing my annual budget. 
I can never be grateful enough to my dear 
friends of this committee for their kindness and 
their loyalty to me during the several years I 
gave to this unusual opportunity of carrying the 
witnessing Gospel of Christ to the “future lead- 
ers of our nation.” In 1908, I, therefore, re- 
signed my assistant superintendency of the Mc- 
Auley Mission to take up my new duties in 
the student field. God privileged me for nine 
years to enjoy this never-to-be-forgotten work 
among the moulders of our nation’s welfare. 
The majority of our American institutions of 
learning were visited, many Universities, such 
as Yale, Harvard, Princeton, Columbia, Uni- 
versity of Pennsylvania, and all the State Col- 
leges and Universities many times. The lead- 
ing preparatory schools were also visited, and 
over 3,000 high schools throughout America were 
addressed. I found the students, with few ex- 
ceptions, anxious to listen to a sincere, practical, 
noncommercialized Christian appeal, and to this 
day some of my most loyal friends and sup- 
porters of my present work were won for Christ 
during my student ministry. A very brilliant 
College graduate who had heard me address a 
student body in an Eastern University, and who 
claims he was himself helped by my message, 
wrote a full accont of my life and college work 
and gave it to the New York Tribune, in which 
paper it was published in full some ten years 
ago. In this Tribune article, my newspaper re- 
porter friend stated: 


CuHaptTer XIII 


“A WELCOME VISITOR IN THE 
UNIVERSITIES OF THE EAST” 


“Bach year Mr. Mercer talks to 75,000 col- 
lege men on the subject of morals. He is wel- 
comed at every large college in the East by men 
who have reached the summits in the educa- 
tional world and who yet realize their own in- 
ability to reach the hearts of reckless college 
boys. He talks to them as a man and a gentle- 
man—as one who has been through the mill and 
who knows by experience what he is talking 
about. The editor of one college paper ex- 
pressed his thoughts on the occasion of a visit 
from Mr. Mercer by saying: ‘Mr. Mercer took 
a long trip down the primrose path and found 
that 1t was lined with poison ivy on both sides. 
Now he has come back to tell us what we may 
expect if we venture too far.’ 

“The average boy in college is a strange and 
wary animal. His disrespect for the man who 
has seized upon vague, abstract theories of life 
is proverbial. But in Mr. Mercer they feel that 
they are confronted by a man who knows the 
truth of what he is telling them because he has 
experienced it. You can expound the most sol- 
emn truths in the world to a college boy, but 
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you cannot make him believe you unless you 
can win his respect—and they do respect Mr. 
Mercer. There is no canting or smug hypocrisy 
when he faces a crowd of college boys. He does 
not theorize or rant—nor does he open his talk 
with a prayer. 

“ ‘Shattering Delightful Illusions Surround- 
ing Vice,’ his address is a dramatic recital of 
the reasons why immorality does not pay, de- 
livered in such a way that most of the delight- 
ful illusions that surround vice hang tattered 
when he is through. He punctuates his remarks 
with the statements of the highest medical 
authorities and with letters he has received from 
men who are in trouble. There is nothing ab- 
stract or indefinite about it. He drives home the 
fact that these men who had thrown aside the 
gifts of the gods to sink until they landed in 
the gutter were nothing but reckless, whole- 
hearted college boys a few years previously. 
Then follows the story of his own life until he 
stepped into the Water Street Mission and be- 
gan over again. Without losing an atom of the 
respect he has so far inspired, he tells of each 
downward step he took. He ends by saying: I 
have no desire to be called perfect. I am only 
better than I was.’ 

“When he has finished his talk every man 
present has begun to think, and think seriously— 
weighing vice against decency in a way he has 
never been able to do before. And a college boy 
isn’t such a hare-brained creature that he can- 
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not reach a sensible conclusion if you can get 
him: to thinking, 4727." 

It was during this student work that my life 
touched and was strengthened and enlarged by 
contact with such great spiritual leaders as Dr. 
John R. Mott, Dr. Robert E. Speer, Dr. Harry 
Emerson Fosdick, Dr. John Henry Jowett, Dr. 
Henry Sloane Coffin, Dr. Sherwood Eddy, Dr. 
John Timothy Stone, Dr. Charles Reynolds 
Brown and many other outstanding men of God, 
and their Christian influence has helped to make 
me what I am today. I can never forget those 
soul-searching Evangelistic campaigns conducted 
in many of our leading universities under the 
inspiring leadership of Dr. Mott. In those days 
(1909-1918) students flocked to our meetings 
anxious and eager to hear words of spiritual wis- 
dom from the lips of outstanding Christian lead- 
ers. I recall such a campaign at the University 
of Kansas, another at Yale, also one at Prince- 
ton, where over 1,000 students would gather at 
an evening meeting without strenuous urging, 
to hear Dr. Mott or Dr. Speer, Sherwood Eddy 
or Raymond Robbins expound God’s word in 
the light of student problems. My principal 
work in these great student campaigns was to 
visit the fraternity and athletic groups and in 
a most informal way tell them my life story 
and try to show them by many concrete ex- 
amples that sin doesn’t pay while virtue and 
decency does in the long run. 

These groups were almost always courteous 
and considerate and seemed to me really anxious 
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of ascertaining sources of power for personal ap- 
plication. Out of our public and group meet- 
ings issued the “Personal Interviews”—in which 
individual students came to us to discuss frankly 
and fearlessly their personal problems; these in- 
terviews were of a heart-searching, confidential 
character, and opened my eyes perhaps for the 
first time to the fact of the terrible battle the 
majority of students were waging against unholy 
temptations. I saw then how sinful and weak 
our human nature can be minus God’s indwell- 
ing spirit and the depth to which unbridled lust 
can pull us. I saw clearly that secular educa- 
tion without Christ was not sufficiently strong to 
guarantee moral victory and that what was most 
needed by all was a surrendered will to God. 
During my nine years in student work thou- 
sands of these individual contacts at close quar- 
ters were held, driving me to the conclusion that 
most of the impure and vicious habits of col- 
lege and university students began during their 
adolescent years—in some cases as early as the 
tenth year—and were largely the product of 
ignorance and false standards of personal purity. 
I realized that if I was to do my biggest and 
most far-reaching work for the moral and spirit- 
ual security of youth, I must get the message 
for clean living to them during their grammar 
school and high school days. Gene Tunney 
was so impressed with just this need that he 
contemplated giving his life to helping our youth 
to be clean in Christ. I also discovered that 
“The Boy Problem” meant a “Parental Prob- 
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lem” as well and that I must at least try to 
influence Christward all the agencies which 
played upon boy life and shaped his destiny— 
the Church, the home, the girl, companionships 
and the example of his elders, especially success- 
ful business men. And so in 1918, I resigned 
my official association with the International 
Committee of the Y. M. C. A. and began to dedi- 
cate most of my energies and my time to work 
in the high schools and the grade schools, to 
boy’s clubs, also to delivering sermons and ad- 
dresses in Churches of various denominations; 
to talks before Rotary, Kiwanis and kindred 
clubs, Masonic and other secret organizations. 
After an address entitled, “Our Nation’s Great- 
est Asset—Boys,” which was made before a 
prominent church club in a Southern city, a 
noted Southern journal contained the following 
editorial, which well describes my present work: 


Craptmr XIV 
“THE BOY PROBLEM” 


“One of the greatest speeches delivered in our 
city in years was the address of E. C. ‘Ted’ 
Mercer, noted lay missioner of Salisbury, Con- 
necticut, who spoke to the Men’s Club of Trinity 
Episcopal Church Wednesday night on the sub- 
ject, ‘The Boy—America’s Greatest Asset.’ Mr. 
Mercer, in a very dignified manner, without 
the slightest attempt at sensationalism, covered 
a field in his lecture, showing definitely the prob- 
lems that are facing the younger generation and 
how they may be solved. It was a lecture which 
for sheer brilliance has been equalled but by 
few people. Through it all, there ran a note of 
deep understanding from the soul of a man 
who had been ‘down and out,’ but who was an 
exception to the rule in that he arose above his 
surroundings and put aside the old life, for the 
life of a Christian gentleman—or better—that 
of a Christian statesman. 

“It is a pity that all the boys of this city 
could not have heard his address. It would have 
given them a different aspect on life and would 
have shown them the futility of a life without 
God. Mr. Mercer told the story of his down- 
fall—of how he had turned his back upon God 
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and righteousness and had sunk into the mire of 
sin. He was absolutely frank about the whole 
sordid affair, not excusing himself for anything. 
He said that he was one of the few who did 
‘come back’ and this statement can readily be 
substantiated by statistics. 

“Mr. Mercer stressed four importat factors 
in a boy’s life: The Church of God, the home, 
the right kind of associations, and the influence 
of example. He brought out that it was the 
duty of parents to so live that their children 
would not be influenced to travel the paths of 
evil. In a significant sense, he told of the love of 
God and what could be done working in its 
reflection. He spoke of the associations that 
made for better boys and young men and how 
carefully these associations should be formed. 
Possibly the biggest of the four points is the 
influence of example, the speaker brought out. 
You cannot fool a boy for long; he will even- 
tually find a person out, and when his hopes are 
once blighted, when his faith has become shaken, 
when his trust has been shattered, it is hard 
to again make of him the boy God intended he 
should be. 

‘Mr. Mercer’s message was first of all, timely. 
Such a lecture is needed to shake one from the 
complacency of existence. People are prone to 
be too contented, too satisfied to let matters take 
their own course. But to do so would be a 
detriment to the growing boy of this country— 
the greatest asset of this republic. Boys are — 
easily influenced. It is their nature to believe 
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in people, to trust them. But once they learn 
that a friend or acquaintance is fickle—a person 
in whom they believed—the chances are their 
whole aspect and view of life will undergo a 
radical change. They wonder why they can’t 
do as other people—they begin to fear to be 
‘good.’ They begin to look upon, with sarcasm, 
the finer things of life, with which they have 
been associated. 

“Tt is, indeed, a lamentable state of affairs. 
The bulk of the criminals of this country are 
boys and young men, many of them not twenty 
years of age. Go to any penal institution 
and you will see few old men incarcerated 
therein. The people you meet have the quali- 
ties of youth still, for in most cases they are 
mere boys—boys who have had their dreams 
shattered because someone has not dealt fairly 
with them and has given to them the false im- 
pression concerning the functions of right living. 

“People, do you realize that boys have a 
value? Do you realize that they are not like 
so many cattle, who can be buffeted around any 
way? Do you realize that they have a soul 
and that they demand the greatest care and 
attention in order that they may go through 
life clean and unhandicapped by the sins of 
this generation? As Mr. Mercer said, the boy 
problem is the greatest problem confronting the 
American people at this time. It can not be 
passed by lightly, unless boys can be passed by 
lightly. How many parents know their own 
boy? Very, very few. There must be a reason 
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for this. Who is to blame—the parents or the 
boys? 

“There is nothing finer in the world than a 
healthy American boy. He is endowed by na- 
ture to fill a place of responsibility and trust 
in the affairs of men. That is his Just right. 
But the boy can not be left alone to work out 
his own salvation. He must be guided, advised 
with, helped, in order to keep him from follow- 
ing the path of least resistance, that leads into 
the dark void that is sin and corruption. Is 
your boy worth saving—is he worth fighting for 
and working with to make him the right kind 
of a man? Mr. Mercer thinks so, and is de- 
voting his life to that purpose.” 

I think it was Lord Disraeli who said: “The 
youth of a nation are the trustees of posterity,” 
and Lord Bacon who stated: ‘Tell me what the 
young men of Oxford and Cambridge Universi- 
ties are thinking about and I will predict the 
future history of Great Britain.” In similar 
strain, that grand Christian statesman, Hon. 
William Gladstone, impressed upon us youth’s 
tremendous value in his oft-quoted statement: 
“As go the schools and colleges, so goes a na- 
tion.” Dr. Mott framed the same important 
truth this way: ‘When you reach an older man 
in the realm of morals, you are dealing in moral 
addition, but when you reach a young man on 
life’s threshold, you are dealing in moral and 
spiritual multiplication.” “Undoubtedly,” said 
he, “the youth of a community constitute its 
greatest asset.” May I venture to say that it 
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is my firm conviction that if America is to 
reach a higher moral and spiritual level, this 
devoutly desired consummation must come in 
large measure through the Christian education 
and Christian disciplinary development of our 
young men and young women, who in a few 
brief years are to be its leaders in every depart- 
ment of life. The boy of today most assuredly 
is the minister, the judge, the politician and the 
business leader of tomorrow, and because of 
his strategic position we owe him our deepest 
thought, and most painstaking consideration, 
as well as our finest and truest Christian ex- 
ample. I, therefore, feel that I personally can 
not give my brief life to a more far-reaching 
Christian service than to dedicate it to the moral 
and spiritual development of these future world 
builders. An intimate contact of many years 
with young men has opened my eyes and mind 
to his inherent possibilities for righteous leader- 
ship and his many heroic and other admirable 
traits. Dr. Stearns, principal of Phillips- 
Andover Academy, in his splendid book, “The 
Challenge of Youth,” has shown us youth’s mag- 
nificent spirit and attractive charm and what 
a Wholesome Christian discipline can make of 
him. Dr. Stearns has dealt at close quarters 
with young men for over thirty years, and surely 
his experience is worthy of our consideration. 
He says: “This is Youth—struggling, aspiring, 
yielding, overcoming—succumbing one moment 
to the ruthless attacks of physical temptation, 
answering the next the clear and compelling chal- 


82 A 20th Century Miracle 


lenge of spiritual vision; making a fool of him- 
self one day and a man of himself the next; 
stooping unexpectedly to deeds that shame him 
and win our pity and contempt, rising again to 
heights of spiritual grandeur that the rest of us 
can never hope to reach; reacting in startling 
and perfectly normal ways to the influences 
which for the moment surround him; wresting 
from the stern and inescapable struggles of 
those early years whatever character is later to 
be his. . . .” Like many other students of the 
facts, Dr. Stearns feels that the moral and 
spiritual and disciplinary methods of the home 
have undergone an eclipse and that youth’s 
foolhardiness in these post-war days is largely 
the product of his decline. He says: “Yester- 
day’s home was a home of moral standards and 
spiritual ideals, professed at least, and in the 
main supported. Parents ruled supreme, and 
their will, based on the experience of the passing 
years, was law to their fortunate children. Ser- 
vice was gladly rendered and sacrifices willingly 
made that the younger generation might profit 
in the days to come. Discipline, without which 
vigorous manhood and womanhood are impossi- 
ble, was freely administered when the occasion 
required. Mindful always of the future welfare 
of the younger generation, parents did not hesi- 
tate to face the momentary frown and tear and 
to estimate them at their true worth. The home 
so prominent today is of a different type. City 
life, with its hotels, apartments and flats, has 
exerted a deadening influence upon it, but it has 
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been even more dangerously undermined by the 
pronounced change in the attitude of parents 
themselves; the old atmosphere is lacking and 
the service rendered by the older generation is 
largely for self, and real sacrifice is hard to find. 
The home has always been and must always be 
what the parents make it, and if the younger 
generation is now in control, it is only because 
the parents have refused to accept the divinely 
appointed trust that is properly theirs.” 
Youth’s very youthfulness and inexperience 
makes him, with few exceptions, thoughtless and 
careless, reckless and foolish; he does not think 
and look ahead to far away consequences of 
indiscreet acts, for he has not had life’s serious 
contacts nor has he been trained to horoscopic 
thinking. He knows little and cares less about 
the power and evolution of habits; he wants a 
“thrill,’ a “kick,” craves excitement, never for 
a moment giving thought to where it all can 
end, and the possibility of ruin involved. He is 
unconscious of his possession of a “nervous sys- 
tem” and cannot comprehend its break-down in 
his elders—in fact he does not want you to tell 
him about it. He is not enthused over a thirty 
to thirty-five mile rate of speed in auto driving— 
he must go fifty to sixty miles an hour to get his 
“thrill” and while serenely flying along at this 
law-breaking rate, he seems to give no serious 
thought to the dangers involved in his fool- 
hardiness. It is just this craving for excitement 
which causes so much of our “Boy and Girl 
Problem.” Certainly when I was a fifteen-year- 
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old lad, I never thought of the possible ruin 
involved in an impure and unholy act; it never 
entered my head that a first drink of intoxicat- 
ing liquor could make me in time a confirmed 
drunkard, nor that the allowance of impure | 
thoughts to rule my mind could lead to moral 
corruption. I am sure I was just an average 
careless boy. I remember warning a reckless, 
undisciplined high school lad some years ago 
against the impure pictures hanging on the walls 
of his room. I told him he could not allow his 
mind to feast upon these foul soul-hardening pic- 
tures and expect to retain a high regard for 
womanly virtue and honor; he laughed at me 
and said it would never hurt him, but six years 
later he went to the electric chair in a New 
York prison for murdering a young factory girl 
whom he had abused and whose body he threw 
into a lake to drown when she was, as the con- 
sequence of his and her sin, facing unmarried 
motherhood. One of the last things this thought- 
less boy said before his electrocution was: ‘Tell 
the boys of our high schools and grammar 
schools to think of the awful consequences of 
wrongful small beginnings. . . .” “A look—a 
picture—a fascination—a fall” is a true philos- 
ophy of life. Christ tells us that an impure 
imagination is at heart an adulterous act and 
begs us to fix our minds upon God. 

One of the most impressive illustrations which 
came to me on the power of habit was in a gram- 
mar school in a little western village where some 
ten years ago I was conducting some meetings. 
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A wise woman teacher called to the school plat- 
form a buxom girl of fourteen or fifteen years 
of age and asked her to put her two hands 
together. This wise teacher wrapped around the 
girl’s wrists a few strands of fine silk thread. 
The girl was asked to separate her hands, which, 
' of course, she did with ease. Then her hands 
were placed together again and a few more 
strands of fine silk thread wrapped around her 
wrists, but with just a trifle of difficulty she 
popped the strands by separating her hands. 
This process was continued until the young girl 
found her wrists immovably bound by strands 
of fine silk thread. “Such,” said her teacher to 
a class of boys and girls, ‘is the power of a 
good or bad habit.” We, their elders must im- 
press the lesson of this illustration upon our 
thoughtless boys and girls to help keep them 
pure and clean and unspotted from the world. 
_ We must point out to them in the most com- 
pelling way the danger of the small sinful be- 
ginnings and convince them if we possibly can 
that they must reap what they sow. And never 
forget that example is always more vital than 
precept. 

I also find Youth a hero-worshipper—a copier 
of “big,” “lime-light” men and women—an imi- 
tator of those who do what they consider daring 
and heroic deeds. I do not suppose that any one 
young man has exerted a finer and more whole- 
some influence upon our modern youth than Col. 
Lindbergh. I have yet to find a boy who does 
not admire and respect him. I remember once 


86 A 20th Century Miracle 


in Washington, D. C., I was walking down 
Pennsylvania Avenue when I saw ten to fifteen 
young boys following a fine looking athletic man 
just ahead of them. I turned to my companion 
and asked him if he knew what hero was attract- . 
ing these admiring boys, and he replied, “Walter 
Johnson, pitcher of the Washington baseball 
team.” I was told that no one man in the Capi- 
tol City was exerting a finer influence on the 
boy life of Washington, D. C., than this clean, 
high-principled, Christian ball player. I was in- 
formed in Harrisburg, Pa., some years ago that 
there was no greater influence upon boy life 
for clean living than the influence of Christy 
Mathewson—famous pitcher of the New York 
Giants. I recall speaking several years ago to 
a group of boys and girls in a New Jersey Sun- 
day School, and in the course of my remarks 
I stated that I had had the pleasure and privilege 
of meeting “Ty” Cobb and “Eddie” Collins and 
“Babe” Ruth. The father and mother of one 
of the boys addressed came to my Sunday night 
mission meeting to tell me that their son had 
come home that noon enraptured and in the 
highest praises of me and my address. The 
father said to his son, “My boy, why do you like 
Mr. Mercer so much, and why do you think 
he is such a great man?” ‘The amusing reply 
was: “Why, father, just think of it, he has met 
‘Babe’ Ruth and ‘Ty’ Cobb, gee, father, I envy 
him.” I was in New York City one day two 
or three winters ago and was returning from a 
movie on Broadway, I saw a throng of people, 
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many of them young people, pushing and press- 
ing and struggling to catch a glimpse of a man 
in an auto in the Times Square district. I asked 
a policeman what it was all about, and he in- 
formed me that the attraction was “Doug” Fair- 
banks. The vast majority of boys are far more 
concerned about the doings of his favorite base- 
ball player, his favorite prize-fighter, and his 
favorite screen star, than he is over our United 
States President, our Senators and Judges, or 
his school books, and what is occurring in the 
business and social realm of life. I am sure 
Gene Tunney is of far more interest and concern 
to most of our boys than Al Smith or Herbert 
Hoover. We lesser mortals cast our influence 
also, and while not so magic an influence as that 
of their fistic or screen or baseball luminary, yet 
no man or woman lives who does not shed a 
wholesome or unwholesome influence upon these 
young folks who some day will themselves in- 
fluence this nation Godward or Hellward. This 
little couplet is true of every life: 


“You are writing a Gospel 

A line each day. 

By acts that you do. 
By words that you say. 

Boys read that Gospel 
Whether false or true. 

Say what is the Gospel 
According to you?” 


CHAPTER XV 


WHY OUR PRISONS ARE CROWDED 
WITH YOUNG MEN 


If young men are filling our jails and peni- 
tentiaries—and I can assure you after visiting 
nearly 200 such institutions that the average 
age of our present-day criminal is under twenty- 
one years of age, and that sixty to sixty-five 
per cent of the inmates of all of our American 
prisons are under thirty years of age—lI firmly 
believe that one of the chief reasons for this 
tragic condition is the lowered moral and spirit- 
ual ideals of youth’s elders and their apparent 
utter disregard for the sanctity of the laws of 
God and nation. 

In the New York Times of August 27, 1928, 
Mr. W. C. Durant, president of the Durant Mo- 
tors, Inc., is quoted as frankly and fearlessly 
telling us where, in his judgment, the major 
cause of our trouble lies. He says: “The major 
issue in our country today is the problem of 
law enforcement and obedience to law. To 
paraphrase the words of Lincoln, it is a question 
of ‘whether our institutions can endure a citizen- 
ship half lawless and half law-abiding.’ 

“We are imperiled by the widespread viola- 
tion of the liquor law embodied in the Eighteenth 
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Amendment to the Constitution of the United 
States, the highest law of the land. 

“Big business leaders who have the largest 
stake in law observance publicly and privately 
violate this law and countenance its violation by 
others. Instead of using their wealth and in- 
fluence to create public opinion demanding law 
enforcement, our business men of character and 
position are the chief support of the master 
criminal class, the bootlegger. 

“Tt is not surprising that the flagrant example 
of lawlessness on the part of the men highest in 
their communities has undermined respect for 
law in their children, their servants, their em- 
ployes and all classes of citizens including public 
officials and judges. 

“When thinking men generally come to realize 
that the responsibility is up to them to take the 
initiative in law observance then and not until 
then will the Eighteenth Amendment be given a 
fair trial. Until that time there should be no 
thought of writing this provision out of the Con- 
stitution. 

“Tt is my belief that the majority of our peo- 
ple do not want the Eighteenth Amendment 
abandoned. Legislatures of forty-six of the 
forty-eight states voted it into the Federal Con- 
stitution because there was need of it. The peo- 
ple want it enforced and obeyed.” 

My touch with national life and my honest 
endeavor to discover the cause of so much juve- 
nile crime and disregard for law, forces me to 
believe that Mr. Durant’s statement is not an 
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exaggerated one. I cannot agree with those 
who say the Highteenth Amendment is the chief 
cause of so much drinking and sexual vice among 
our boys and girls, for in other countries where 
there is no Eighteeth Amendment a similar ap- 
palling condition exists. The cause lies much 
deeper: It is the spiritual and moral breakdown 
of our home life, the lack of high and noble 
parental ideals and a consequent Godless ex- 
ample on the part of older men and women who 
love the things of the flesh more than the things 
of God. The editor of our local paper (the 
Lakeville, Conn., Journal) bravely and cour- 
ageously expressed his honest convictions on 
this subject in a recent (1928) editorial. This 
is what he said: “Lots of people are prone to 
blame prohibition and the Volstead law for 
about everything under the sun. However, in 
our humble opinion, the Volstead law is taking 
much of the blame that really belongs elsewhere. 
It may be the reason for the drinking of much 
vile liquor, but it is not the cause of the loose 
behavior of youth. No Volstead law ever had 
anything to do with dance- and card-mad par- 
ents, it doesn’t make the women dress immod- 
estly, or smoke cigarettes, it is not to blame for 
parents letting their children run wild at all 
hours of the day or night, it never had a thing 
to do with making the kids disrespectful and 
selfish, it certainly is not to blame for lack of 
religion and religious teachings. Booze may be 
an accompaniment of the evils named, but it 
did not cause them. Social behavior is a state 
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of mind, and until a better state of mind is 
brought about, we will continue to see sin and 
a lowering of better standards whether there is 
prohibition or not. The average set of parents 
have a heavy responsibility resting upon them, 
and how will they meet it. Time alone will 
tell.” 

Judge Marcus Kavanagh of Chicago has been 
a Criminal Judge for over thirty years. I highly 
commend to you his admirable book, “The 
Criminal and His Allies,” in which this able, 
fearless Judge will tell you the cause and cure 
of crime. In Chapter XXVIII—‘The Church 
and The Criminal,” Judge. Cavanagh says: 
“But the law absolutely needs for its success 
and merciful functioning the aid of religion. 
The Church influence can never supplant or be 
as effective as the home influence, but religion can 
create and maintain the safe and normal home 
influence. In the lands where the churches are 
full, the prisons are empty, where the churches 
are empty, the prisons are full. In 1850 this 
nation (America) was the most law-abiding 
country on earth. We had twenty-three mil- 
lions in population, but all our prisons, great 
and small, contained, tried and untried, only 
seven thousand persons. Every one went to 
church. I am fully aware of the sneers with 
which these claims will be met by all the pseudo- 
scientists who are writing on this subject. Very 
few of them in all their lives have talked confi- 
dentially for half an hour with a criminal. 
Against their lack of practical experience, I 
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place the evidence of every worth-while prison 
warden, of well-known police officers, and of the 
men who, above all others, know the inside mind 
of the criminal—the prison chaplains. The 
prison reports contain tables showing the creeds 
of the convicts, and most of them report them- 
selves adherents of certain creeds, but each of 
them long before he turned criminal had aban- 
doned his faith. This is necessarily true, because 
before one becomes a criminal, he must first 
suffocate his finer emotions, and religion is the 
protector and the nurse of the finer emotions.” 

I have conferred with many Criminal Judges 
all over America, and they assure me that it is 
an extremely rare thing for them to have to 
sentence a youth to prison for a crime which he 
(or she) has committed when an active church 
or Sunday School member. It is when youth 
breaks away from such wholesome and uplifting 
influences and drifts into unholy and evil asso- 
ciations that these crimes against society and 
God occur, so these Judges tell me. I have also 
talked with many Prison Wardens all over the 
United States on the subject of Juvenile crime, 
and nearly all inform me that most of it is due 
to evil associations, to lack of proper discipline 
in the home, to the break-down of spiritual and 
moral principles in the family life, and to the 
graft and corruption witnessed by youth every- 
where, often among those in high authority, 
giving to young men the impression that nearly 
everyone’s motto is: ““Mamon is the only worth- 
while God to worship,” and that to be successful 
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one must “get money honestly if he can, but he 
must get money.” Thousands of misguided 
young men surrender their life to such a satanic 
philosophy only to find ultimately that their 
ignorance and folly has entailed a terrific price 
in sorrow and suffering. Many young criminals 
are not caught and therefore are not punished 
here for their crimes, others are caught but “beat 
the case” in one way or another; but youth must 
be taught that some day a Righteous Judge 
must be faced by all and to Him a strict account 
must be given of every thought, word and deed 
of our earthly pilgrimage, and by Him each and 
every one of us rewarded or punished upon the 
merits of our own earthly record. The public 
we can fool, but God never. The prison we can 
cheat, but not God. If we accept the teaching 
of Christ as true, and I most assuredly do, then 
such a final judgment is sure and certain. Again, 
I urge you to read Judge Kavanagh’s “The 
Criminal and His Allies,” and appreciate the 
very serious criminal situation in America at 
this time, learn from him its cause and solution. 
This book will make any and all true Christians 
and lovers of youth think and think deeply and 
seriously. It will convince you that true religion 
is the solvent of this serious problem. President 
Coolidge was right in saying: “America’s great- 
est need is God.” 

This then is the work to which I have dedi- 
cated my God-entrusted talents: to show youth 
through my own life experience, and through con- 
crete evidence presented that what he or she 
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sows they must ultimately reap: that the wages 
of sin is death and the free gift of God eternal 
life; that when he or she deliberately breaks 
God’s laws, they cause innocent loved ones also 
to suffer for his or her folly; that any and all 
kinds of sin, whether of the flesh or disposition, 
are displeasing to and wound God; that if youth 
will walk in the spirit and strength of Christ, 
they will not fulfill the lusts of the flesh; that 
no temptations will come to them but what God 
will, if they are yielded completely to Him, fur- 
nish them the means of escape and give them 
the mastery of the world, the flesh and the devil 
(Gal. 5: 16-26 and 1st Cor. 10:13); that if they 
will put on the whole armour of God they will 
be able to stand against the wiles of the devil 
(Eph. 6: 11-18). I am urging mothers and 
fathers to get right themselves with God and to 
have a home where high spiritual and moral 
ideals are practiced and taught; where discipline 
is enjoined; where a true Christian comradeship 
between parents and children is established; 
where reverence for womanhood and the laws of 
sexual hygiene are taught; where too much 
money is not given them; where parents know, 
as far as possible, the companionships of their 
children and where their leisure hours are spent; 
where the Bible is reverenced, respected, taught 
and practiced and where the purest and most 
uplifting literature is read; where there is no 
domestic friction and where children see in their 
parents an honest endeavor to fulfill in their 
daily living the will of God. 
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I am striving to convince young women and 
older women of their priceless influence upon 
men and that their crowning trait in this helpful 
influence is Christian character and Christian 
modesty: also that marriage to be lasting and 
happy must be solemnized upon a Christian 
basis of respect for each of the contracting 
parties and a Christian willingness to give and 
take and make sacrifices in each other’s behalf. 
I am convinced that the butterfly, careless, 
thoughtless, indiscreet life cannot and does not 
satisfy the God-inherent aspirations of the soul 
and does not win the respect and confidence of 
men, and what each must do for peace, joy and 
happiness is to completely surrender their hearts 
and will to Christ. 

I am striving to show business men, men of 
important affairs, their need of Christ and to 
convince them of their tremendous influence for 
or against God upon the younger generation. 
I am certainly trying to do all in my power to 
so uphold The Christ in all His loveliness and 
beauty that men, women, boys and girls will be 
drawn unto Him and serve Him honestly, 
courageously, sincerely to the utmost of their 
ability. I ask the prayers of all Christians that 
God may deepen and broaden my own life in 
Him and thus increasingly use me in the work 
to which I have dedicated it. 

How does my work function? This question 
is often asked me. Well, it functions by my 
giving a number of clear-cut, simple, under- 
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standable spiritual addresses weekly all over 
America in any community which invites me 
to conduct such a series of meetings. Very often 
one Church alone will invite me for a campaign 
or mission, and sometimes two or three or even 
four churches will unite and have me for a union 
community mission. During such a mission, I 
make seven to nine addresses in the Church or 
Churches inviting me, including an afternoon 
address to the women and girls over fifteen years 
of age upon the theme: “Grave Dangers our 
Women are Facing and Their Source of Vic- 
tory,” also a special meeting to men and boys 
one evening immediately following the Church 
service. I speak in the High School of nearly 
every community I visit—the High School theme 
being: ‘Success or Failure—which will it be?” 
I am stressing to High School boys and girls the 
four requisites for a successful and happy life, 
namely: First, A Christian Character; Second, 
A Specialized Brain; Third, Hard, Untiring, 
Sacrificial Work; Fourth, A Clean, Strong Body. 
I address Rotary, Kiwanis and kindred social 
clubs all over America, making to these splendid 
men of these fine organizations as strong an 
appeal as I am capable of making for a clean, 
fine, Christian life on their part and a resultant 
Christian influence upon the growing boys of 
our nation. 

This poem, given me by the Sexton of a New 
England Church, expresses in a measure my 
work in Christ’s name and for His sake: 
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Burtpinc A Bripcet For Him 


An old man, travelling a lone highway, 

Came at the evening, cold and gray, 

To a chasm, deep and wide. 

The old man crossed in the twilight dim, 

For the sullen stream held no fears for him: 
But he turned when he reached the other side 
And builded a bridge to span the tide. 

“Old man!” cried a fellow pilgrim near, 

“You are wasting your strength in building here; 
Your journey will end with the ending day, 

And you never again will pass this way. 

You have crossed the chasm deep and wide, 
Why build you a bridge at eventide?” 

And the builder raised his old gray head: 
“Good friend, on the path I have come,” he said, 
“There followeth after me today 

A youth whose feet will pass this way. 

The stream which has been as naught to me, 
To that pure boy may a pitfall be: 

He, too, must cross in the twilight dim. 

Good friend, I am building this bridge for him. 


“Mr. Mercer, how is your work financed?” 
I am often asked. I can briefly answer that 
question. It is supported entirely by gifts from 
those both in and out of the organized Churches, 
who believe in my sincerity and honesty and 
who feel that my service is both needed and 
helpful to many of our boys and girls through- 
out America. I have no underwriting or money- 
raising committees to assist me: I have no en- 
dowment of any kind. I am dependent solely 
upon the free-will offerings of generous friends. 
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My annual budget is about $10,000.00, and this 
amount covers every expense (salary, travelling 
and living expenses on the road during my nine 
months of travel, printing, postage, gifts to 
needy friends and many small incidental ex- 
penses). My books are audited annually and 
a financial statement sent to each contributing 
co-partner. I purposely have no big office or 
overhead expenses, because I want nearly all 
the monies given me to be used to accomplish 
the biggest and best results in the carrying of 
the Evangel of Christ to needy boys and girls, 
men and women everywhere. Should any profit 
accrue from this book, I shall use it solely in 
the Christian work to which I have dedicated 
my life and to His service for which I was reborn 
in a miraculous manner August 6, 1904. 

For what I am this day, for all that I possess, 
and for the Christian service rendered during 
the past twenty-four years, I give Jesus Christ 
the full glory. If I can help anyone in any way 
to a more efficient life in Christ, I shall count it 
a glorious privilege. I can be reached by mail 
_in Salisbury, Conn., at any time. 

Faithfully yours in Christ, 
E. C. (“Trp”) Mercer, 
Salisbury, Conn. 
Sept. 10, 1928. 
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